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\ EGINALD HEBER, the son of the Rev. Reginald Heber and 
Mar>' Allanson, his wife» w'as bom Apnl 21st, 1783, at Malpas, in 
the county of Qiesler. His father was of ancient family, and at 
his brother’s death, without heirs male, succeeded him as ^rd 
of the Manors and patron of the rectories of Morton, in York- 
shire. and Hodnet, m the county of Salop He niamed, first, 
iSfary, co-heiress of the Rev Martin Bajlie, Rector of Wreniham, in Suffolk, 
who dfed, leaving one son, ^cliard; second!}. Mar>', daughter of Cuthbert 
'Allanson, D.D., by whom he had three children, Reginald, Thomas Cuthbert, 
and Mar^% 

The childhood of Reginald Heber w.os distinguished by sweetness of dispo- 
sition, obedience, and that trust in God's providence whicli formed through life 
so prominent a feature in his character. His infantine courage and patience 
under the severe illnesses which beset his childhood were remarkable, and his 
precocious talents promised a great future. He could read the Bible with 
fluency at five years old, and the axiditv with which he studied it, and his 
wonderful remembrance of its contents, astonished his parents. Indeed, from 
the moment he could read, his passion for books became insatiable. His ^der 
broUiei — Uie well-knowm and learned Richard Heber— said once, **R(^nald 
docs not read books, he dc\ ours them * 

His <»rly piety was deep and earnest. Tlic boy wris frequently lieartl prating 
aloud in his own room, when he Uiought liimself quite be}’ond the reach of 
obsen*alion. In all circumstances, of joy or sorrow’. Ins first impulse was to 
pray, or to return thanks to his Heavenly Father. He had a considerable 
talent for architectural drawings, and was fond of the study of natural historj*. 
His f.tther, himself an e.vcclicni scholar, taught him the rudmienls of classical 
learning, and his application and inlelhgcncc were so great that at kvcu >ears 
old he had translated **Pha2drus” into English verse. The following > ear he 
wvis placed at the Grammar School of AVlntchurch, under IDr, K.cnt, where he 
remained till 17^, *w hen he was sent to Uic care of Mr. Bristow, a dergyman, 
who took about twelve pupils, at Ncasdon, in the neighbouihood of ^naon. 
Here his friendship with Mr. John Thornton, which continued ail ms life, com- 
menced. It was cemented bj sympathy in religious feelings, and in hterar)’ 
tastes and pursuits. , . j 1. .. r 

, His boyhood was remarkable, as his infancy and childhood had betm, for 
piety and sweetness of temper, and ho was so gcneroip that it 
nteessaiy to sew the bank-notes given to him for his half-joar s pocket mon..^ 






LIFE OF REGhVALD HEBER. 
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It tvas dunng this journey, when he was at Dresden, in the summer of iSo 5 , 
that he WTOte the first hnes of a poem which he completed in 1809, and pubhshcd 
under die tide of "Europe'' It was suggested to him, during a sleepless 
pight, by his hcanng the beating of drums, and the busde of troops marchmg 
through the town to meet the ftench m Lower Saxony He returned from 
this tour in 1806, and m the following )ear was ordained, and instituted by his 
brother to the fimflv Ining of Hodnet, m Shropsliire Soon afterwards he 
returned to Oxford, niid took his degree of M A 

In 1809 Heber married Amelia, daughter of the Rev. W. D. Shipley , Dean 
of St Asaph, and soon afterwards settled at the recton and entered at onee 
on the duties of his parish, at first unassisted His first act was to extend 
through the year an afternoon sermon, which had till then been confined to the 
summer months He withdrew, m a great measure, from society, where he 
was grcatlv courted, in order to gne hini'elf entirely to his work, and devoted 
the talents, which m any sphere of life would have raised him to distinction, to 
the spiritmd and temporal good of his flock. He was their earthly guide, 
pastor, and fnend He gave to all who asked {however tnfling the sum) at 
once; and afterwards ho inquired into and more effectually reheved then 
distress. The teiidcmcsa of liis heart — the courtesy of his nunner — won the 
love of all who saw him When money was not needed, he gave advice, and 
conversed with all liis panshioners vvith Uieerfo! icmdness Hu put a charitable 
construction, too. on all actions which were doubtful, and when the misconduct 
of others admitted of no defence, he would still pity and pray for them, while 
he re, ’laved and sought to wm them to good He was mdinercnt to his own 
interests, .and readv to forego his just dues , 111 fact, in Hodnet might at that 
tune have been found the ideal " Priest in the Temple of George Herbert. 

It was at Uiis period that Heber contmeiiced writing that senes of Hymn' 
which are so well known .and loved, and by which his fame as a poet is most 
perfectly assured They were a great boon to the congregations of that penod, 
and will probable for ever keep their place m the Hymnology of the English 
Church The greater number of thc-e hyiiins were composed to particular 
tunes Without being mu'ical he had a good car, and could eanly adapt 
words to any air he chanced to hear He w.is particularlv fond of Scotch and 
of Webh music, and nianv of liis songs were vvntten to Wel'h airs. 

In 1813 he cuiunienced a Dictioiiarv of the Bible, one of Ins f.ivounte 
emplovinenls while he contmueal at Hodnet In the same year he pub!,slicd a 
snnll volume of poeiiis, comaimng, in addition to tliosc "alreadv pnnted, the 
chaniimg tmnslauons from Pindir In 181O Heber vindcrtook, and sub'oquenlli 
completed, a masque lakcn from Chaucers "AWe of Bath's Tale' Some 
fragments of it only were given to tlie world by lus widow after his death 

in 182a Helxirwas apixniited preacher at Lincoln’s Inn. and m the same 
year jniblislied his " Life of Jeremy laylo'* 

In 1S23, afier con'idemble he nation — cau'e’d by fear of tl e tfiieets of t! c 
climate on his ehiid, -and also doubt, as to whether he had not already .a 
sufhcie'ntly wid.. field of action open Ixiforc him, as p’c^cher of Lincolns Inn 
iml Tveto- o*' Hodnet — Reginald Heber decided on accepung tlie BisLopne 
of C.a 1 eutla 

‘■ne obstacles to ties step,' writes his widow, "were such as to a less 
devoted Clui’lian vvould 1 ave Iiecn msurraountab'e , and even to l.ira they 
prc'on'cd <0 fosn’iiiib’e an asprei as to twice determire lus rcjeclfon of tl e 
projxi'il His Iclte"’ prove the conflict of his nutia at this penod ; bat no o le 
vvcept the editor (ht, wife) c.an be a vvitrcss to the earnestness of his prase’s fi r 
guid-ance m the course vvh.Ji he was now to p..iwae; lo his distrust of tl e 
motives that Ind led 1 m lev vlocliue th apiiomtnicm, and to Ins smicgr'f 
b.lvvtena sen''’ of what he behevictl to be lu dutv and Its npp’elenr'o*'' la" 

id 
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PALESTINE. 


R ; EFT of thy sons, amid thy foes forloni, 

Mourn, widowed Queen, forgotten Sion, mourn ! 
* Is tiiis thy place, sad city, this thy throne, 
^^^lere the tvild desert rears its cragg)' stone, 

\Vhi!e suns unblessed their angr>' lustre fling. 

And wapvom pilgrims seek the scant}^ spring? — 

Ttliere now' thy pomp, w'hich kings writh en\y viewed ? 

now thy might, which all those kings subdu'ed ? 

No martial m)riads muster in thy gate ; 

No suppliant nations in thy Temple wait ; 
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r4iFSTz^r 


^o prof) ct bardi, ihy ^ ttenJ^ coons among, 

UaU the full Ijre anls»dl the «d* ofsenj. 

Lut lawless forte and m-agre want arc there 
And (he qv ck-ihrUK^ eje vf cs|l<~» fear 
WTi 1 coM obi vtoR n> d thy ni ns la d 
folds 1 s dank win„ Unoth the y shsJu* 

V e guardian laiMt yt wamw sons of Heaven,' 
To whose high care Jud-ea > suic was given I 
Oh wont of old )<nir n 0iilj wal h to keep 
A host offcods, on Sons towery steep 
1 f e ef your secret fuouiepv I no<tf s’ U 
By h loa s foi nt r I al>o scion 1 1 
Ife’er )our son„ on Salcms clones dvcll 
And mourn the ca^t <. Usd toved so s.eU 
(For oft, t s M d n Kedron s | almy vale 
Mjstcnous haij ng swell the w dn ^hi gil 
And Lltst as balmy dews that IJcrnion cheer 
Melt n soil cadence on the f Ignm s car ) 


»AJuflB8ioibcauaIminaert»«W«hilMptorer»e'e'ne't 'i»od«fl iHtscs. 
«!(j!aUoPnd*r /■ i I » rf ty x "Weo* frr?'»»wr9. 

* Ivw tpeu tdeetd •wnWWv t» Sou i — Jcnli » n 

n K gsria tt Ms €.*3 Ht JoKpha E4 Itodj ii p i ta n 


“"Wetto MWy.tefJcrasataTL 
ofOtKl Jsbshhl. M he I of Bashaa. 
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PALESTINE. 


Porgive, blest spirits, if a theme so high 
Mock the weak notes of mortal minstrelsy I 
Yet, might your aid this anxious breast inspire 
With one faint spark of Milton’s seraph fire, 

Then should my Muse ^ ascend with bolder flight, 

And wave her eagle plumes exulting m the light 
O happy once in Heaven’s peculiar love. 

Delight of men below, and saints above ! 

Though, Salem, now the spoiler’s ruffian hand 
Has loosed his hell-hounds o’er thy wasted land ; 
Though weak, and whelmed beneath the storms of fate, 
Thy house is left unto thee desolate •• 

Though thy proud stones in cumbrous ruin fall, 

And seas of sand o'ertop thy mouldering wall ; 

Yet shall the hluse to fancy’s ardent tiew 
Each shadowy trace of faded pomp renew ; 

And as the seer® on Pisgah’s topmost brow 
With glistening e)'e beheld the plain below. 

With prescient ardoiu drank the scented gale, 

And bade the opening glades of Canaan hail. 

Her e-agle eye sh.all scan the prospect u-ide, 


^ Common pnet'eo ard tlic auihonty of Milton seem sajnetent tojiatifi iLjng 
tU'5 lerrei ns a jxssoniScUion of ixKtrv. 

5 M.itt. xxhl 58. 

Moses. 
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. PALESTINE. 


Oh. ever thus, by no vain boast dismayed, 

Defend the birtliright of the cedar shade ! 

What though no more for you the obedient gale, 

Swells the \Yhite bosom of the Tjuian sail ; 

Though now no more your glittering marts unfold 
Sidonian dyes and Lusitanian gold 
Though not for you the pale and sickly slave 
Forgets the light in Ophids wealthy cave. 

Yet yours the lot, in proud contentment blest, 

Where cheerful labour leads to tranquil rest. 

No robber rage the ripening harvest knows, 

And unrestrained the generous vintage flows 
Nor less your sons to manliest deeds aspire, 

And Asia’s mountains glow with Spartan fire. 

So when, deep sinking in the ros)' main, 

The western sun forsakes tire Syrian plain. 

His watery rays refracted lustre shed, 

And pour their latest light on Carmel's head. 

Yet shines your praise, amid surrounding gloom. 

As the lone lamp tliat trembles in the tomb; 

* The gold of tlie TjTians chiefly came from Portugal, t\hieh tras probably 
tlisir Tnrobisb. 

- In the Eoulliem parts of Palestin'! the inhabitants reap their com green, ns 
they are not sure that it nil! c\ er be allon ed to come to maturity. The oppres- 
sion to vhich cullirators of vinej-ards are subject throughout theOtloman emphe 
is well V-nown 








For {or tie KWla thii s'vm x t -nat % c-tia. 

Acd sraaB the boa)d>cf liwk«* Jfc^ 


As O'* pCioi c cast o-j tif- cfeert-'s* *■— i 
Anbus pj crt, tli. 



And »»d«re<I no» Ov* rooC no botb b« barae, 
Foi* a to Uistr jrt a larf to roata 

ilj s o tTo^iSo tfflcv «yi t> tbe ton «T bei5.''tt 

And sw-Ja^-rf t!bt®»s her hs-areried sail. 
For sad die scenes Ji.dxas p-air^ cbsclcse^ 

\ Areoj ¥SLS^ of ttyj^Kr-gcisbed woes 
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PALESTINE. 


See War untired his crimson pinions spread, 

And foul Revenge that tramples on the dead ! 

Lo, where from far the guarded fountains shine, i 
Thy tents, Nebaioth, rise, and Kedar, thine 
’T is yours the boast to mark the stranger’s way, 

And spur your headlong chargers on the prey. 

Or rouse 3'our nightly numbers from afar, 

And on tire hamlet pour the waste of war ; 

Nor spare the hoary head, nor bid your e)'e® 

Revere the sacred smile of infancy. 

Such now the clans, whose fiery coursers feed 
IVhere waves on Kishon’s bank the whispering reed ; 

And theirs the soil, where, curling to the skies. 

Smokes on Samaria's mount her scanty sacrifice 
Wiile Israel’s sons, by scorpion curses driven. 

Outcasts of earth and reprobate of heaven. 

Through the wide world in friendless exile stray, 

Remorse and shame sole comrades of their wa}*. 

With dumb despair their counby’s ^Yrongs behold. 

And, dead to glorj’, only bum for gold. 

> The watciinsr-placcs are gcneially beset mth Arabs, uiio exact tolj from al! 
comers. Sec Hatmor and P-agiJs. 

' Sec Amniianus Marceliiniis, lib. xiv. p. 43 Ed. Vales. C 

3 ■' Tliine eyes stulI not spare llicin.” 

‘ A miserable rcmn.am of SamariLin xrorship still c-xists fiSo3l o.o Sfoum 
Oeriiim. Manndrell relates Iiis conversation nith the high priest. 


0 
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O T^OU. their OuKle. th«r Father and th«r torf. 
L<?ved for Thy nterc»e» for Tht pow adored ' 

If at Thy ham<. the wares forsot ih«r force 
And refljent Jordan soos^tt *>is trembling source ^ 

If at Th> Same Idie ilirtpihe iwwnujns fled. 

And haughty Smon bowed his amble head , — 

To Israel s woes a puying ear incliat. ’ 

And ntsc from eardv fhy kjog nc^-ctwi vtce 
Her nfl<.d frutia behold the heathen tear 
\nd add wood bou> her manAk-d Ousieis tear 
t\ at It for Ihii she stretched her jicoj I -d rObf 
hrom far Ctiphraica to the western num? 

For this, oer tnany s h II her boughs the threw 
And her wide arms bite goodly cedan gre»h 
For (his, proud Edom slegt bcocaih her shade 
And oer the Arabian deep bet branches plajed? 

Oh, feeble boaa of tniutory power ' 

% am, friudess trust of Jodib s happier hour 
hiOt sraeh their hope, when through the parted maro 
The cloudy wonder kd the wamor tna , 

Not satii then hi^ when through the fields of night 
Th* torch of heavtS diffused u fr rdlj ligtit. 



“ See r’SA'in h,K. #-*1+. 
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Not, v.'hen fierfce conquest urged the onward war, 
And hurled stem Canaan from his iron car ; , 

Nor when five monarchs led to Gibeon’s fight, 

In rude array, the harnessed Amonte:‘ 

Yes — in tliat hour, by mortal’s accents stayed. 

The lingering sun his fierj' wheels delayed ; 

The moon, obedient, trembled at the sound, 

Curbed her pale car, and checked her mazy round ! 

Lei Sinai tell — for she beheld His might. 

And God's oivn darkness veiled her mj'stic height 
{He, chenib-bome, upon the whirlwind rode. 

And the red mountain like a furnace glowed) ; 

Let Sinai tell — but who shall dare recite 
His praise, His power, eternal, infinite ? — 
Awe-strack I cease, nor bid my strains aspire, 

Or serve His altar with unhallowed fire. " 

Such w'ere the cares that watched o’er Israel’s fate. 
And such the glories of their infant state. 

- — 'riuraphant race ! and did your power decay ? 

Failed the bright promise of your early da)- ? 

No : — by tliat sword which, red with lieaThen gore, 

A giant spoil, the stripling champion bore ; 


1 Joshua. X. 

^ Alluding to the fate of Kadab aud Abihu. 




PAl£ST/V£ 


Ty him, ihc ch»er to £inh«t Indu incwi. 
rhc imghty tnwc* of the Wry throne 
to o ,ttWEU. h«l> tmcnts o n h-t f<«, 

Vtrtonous Salem s lion bannir tose 
Before her footstool p«wace nations lay, 

And vassal tyrants crouched breath bet »%ay 
And he the km^^'y sage, uho«e restJes* m nd 
Thro«Eh nature s mares wandered tuicoo/ ned »* 

^\Tio eVry bird, and beast and msecl knew, 

And spake of every plant that riua/'s the dew 
To han »ere kpown — so Hagai's oITsi nng lell— ’ 

The powerful vigU and the starry tpcU> 

The midnight call hells shadowy lepons' dread. 
And sounds that bttm Ute «lombert of the dead. 
Hence all his eo'Shr, fcrwhooould these oppose? 
And Tadraor thus, and Sytum Eaalbec, rwe * 




* S*lCirwv Oplir i»Y» g»"Sn,*eH (.^ced ti 
S<^Tamii»T*n<) RaJjgti. 

* TU* Ai«lT»o inyl>)A>*T''U’r'SttgSo*«no« K B» w 

S!te«rat.«e ot iJW pnscnl itai o' Uto coowr> »r4 w> Ur » » *-®3 ® “> 

MSwji re ifcA i*«ur«ugcd ImprgyrOom »fl tncrii,* < J** '* 

■•fli-neu » gill ha,* opnb^l u js teUott u, u 

Ois poem. • pOftuTi! ^ 
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PALESTINE. 





Yet e’en the works of toiling Genii fall, 

And vain was Estakhar’s enchanted wall. 

In frantic converse with the mournful wind, 

There oft the houseless Santon * rests reclined ; 

Strange shapes he views, and drinks with wondering ears 
The voices of the dead, and songs of other years. 

Sucli, the faint echo of departed praise. 

Still sound Arabia’s legendary lays ; 

And tlius their fabling bards delight to tell 
How lovely were thy tents, O Israel != 


an account follow's of the wild local traditions first alluded to. Vide also 
S.ile’s TVirfrimW Rihi Orient. (Article “Solomon Bcn D.avid''), und the 

At , passim. 

intons arc real or affected madmen, pretending" 
to wander about the country, sleeping in caret 

or " Xumbcrs xxiv . 5 
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PALESTINE. 


Nor shrank she then, n-hen, raging deep and loud, 
Beat o’er her soul 1110 billows of the proud. 

E’en they who. dragged to Shinads fierj' sand. 

Tilled with reluctant strength the stranger’s land ; 



Who sadly told the slow-revolving years, 

And steeped the captive’s bitter bread with tears ; — 
Yet oft their hearts ivith kindling hopes would bum, 
Their destined triumphs, and their glad return. 

And their sad lyres, which, silent and unstrung, 

Jn mournful ranks on Babel's wallows hung. 
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PAlMTDyE 


\Vou]<3 oft awake to chant flKir ftrture 

And from the skies iheii tas'nng Savour Uaita. 

His promu-ed aid ton'd Ceai ^oitsol , 
rhis nerved the tvainof’s ano, this steeled the raartj-r’s souj. 
^or ram their hop«. -^bright beaming through the sky, 
Hurst m full hl«e the tiayspnng froro on high 
Hftfih's utmost isles cxulied at the si^t, 

And aowdirg tutwos drank the Onent ligHl. 

Lo. star ted chiefs Assyrian odours bnsg. 

And bending hlagi seek ihor infant Kin,, ' 

Marked where, hoVniig per His railimt head 
The derve s wh.te voegs ctiestul glory shed? 

Daughter of Sion ' «/pii Queen f reyotce I 
cup the gtad bond and bh the exutbsg voice I 
He comes,— bMt tiov m npl splendour drest. 

The haughty dudeio, the Tymn vest. 

Not armed in Bam^ aO-glonous from afar. 

Of bfiists the eWftam, and the lord of war 
Jfessiah comes *— let (iiruus discord cease , 

He peace on earth before the Prmre of Peacei 

Disease and anpnah fe^ He blest cootrol, 

And howling fiends release the tottttred soul . 

The beams of gladness hefl-, d«k caves lUume, 

■And 'f«cy broods sSxnc the ditaR^giot^ 



PALESrjNE, 


Thou palsied earth, with noonday night o’erspread ! 
Thou sickening sun, so dark, so deep, so red ' 

Ye hovering ghosts, that throng the starless air, 

YTiy shakes the earth ? why fades the light ? declare ! 
Are those His limbs, nath ruthless scourges tom ? 

His brows all bleeding with the twisted thorn ? 

His the pale form, the meek forgiving eye 
Raised from the cross in patient agony ? 

— Be dark, tliou sun, — tlrou noonday night, arise, 

And hide, oh, hide the dreadful sacrifice ! 

Ye faithful few, by bold affection led, 

YTo round the Saviour’s cross your soirotvs shed, 

Not for His sake )'our tearful vigils keep ; — 

Weep for yottr country^ for your chDdren weep ; * 

— Vengeance ! thy fiery wing their race pursued ; 

Thy thirsty poniard blushed with infant blood. 
Roused at thy call, and panting still for game. 

The bird of war, the Latian eagle came. 

■ Then Judah raged, by ruffian Discord led, 

Drunk with the steamy carnage of the dead : 

He saw his sons by dubious slaughter fall, 

And war without, and death within the wall. 


* S. Luke x.\iu. sy, aB. 
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\\idc\'.isung phgut, gaunt Cunmc, despair. 
And dire debate, and damwons stJifis there 
Loe, strong as death, retained his mote. 

And the pale parent drank her child*™ s gore * 

\ et thc> , rfho wont to roam th’ cns.-'-i’g't^cd pUis, 
And spurn with fell delight their kirt^fc^ slam, 
Setilbe^^wheti, hi^ al*o\e the do®*'' 

Their burning Tempk rose m lend 
To their Icned aluxs paid a portiog 
And m lhe« countiys woes forgot 
As ‘md the cedar courts and ^tes of gold, 
The trampled taals m may canu^® rolled, 

To »ye their Temple ererjr hand r»“) 

And with cold fingeis grasped th^ feeble blade 
Through their torn veins reviving fury ran, 

And life's last anger wanned the dying maul 
But heaiTcr far the fettered captfr'c’s doom ! 
To glut with sighs the iron ear of Rome , 

To sa ell, slow pacing by the car^ tall side. 

The stoic titanfs philosophic pride * 


p Mod 

TT^ *■« '««''> <Wiaa« of ht» eoa^ 

duriot Oh* nej of nd is ripKire ihe teufci a itfOTrf w 
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PALESTIKE. 


To flesh the lion’s rav’nous jaws, or feel 
The sportive furj- of the fencer’s steel ; 

Or pant, deep plunged beneath the sultry mine, 
For the light gales of balmy Palestine. 

Ah ! fruitful now no more, — an empty coast, 
She mourned her sons enslaved, her glories lost ; 
In her wide streets the lonely raven bred. 

There barked tlie wolf, and dire h)nmas fed. 

Yet ’midst her towei^’ fanes, in min laid, 

The pilgrim saint his mumiuring vespers paid ; 
’T was his to chmb the tufted rocks, and rove 
The chequered twilight of tire olive grove; 

’T -was his to bend beneath the sacred gloom, 
And wear with many a kiss Messiah’s tomb : 
While forms celestial filled his tranced eye, 

The daylight dreams of pensive piety, 

O’er his stUl breast a tearful fervour stole. 

And softer sorrows charmed the mourner’s soul. 


Josephus. When ve leam that so many captnes were crucified, that oia rb 
■wKijOo! xtSpa Tc (yeXeljrero roTs ffravpats tai arai-pol rah atbpaaiv ; snd that 
after all was over, in cold blood and memraent, he celebrated Ins brother's 
birthday with similar sacrifices, we can hardly doubt as to the nature of that 
untold crime which disturbed the dying moments of " the darling of the 
human race," After all, the cruelties of this man .are probably softened in the 
high pnest's narrativ e. The fall of J crusalem nearly resembles that of Zaragoza, 
but it IS a Morla who tells the tale. 
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PALESrnVE. 


From tlae moist regions of the ivestera star 
The wandering hermit waked the storm of war.* 
Their limbs all iron, and their souls all flame, 

A countless host, tlie red-cross warriors came : 
E’en hoaiy priests the sacred combat wage, 

And clothe in steel the palsied arm of age ; 

While beardless youths and tender maids assume- 
The weighty morion and the glancing plume. 

In sportive pride the warrior damsels \v-ield 
The ponderous falcliion and the sun-like shield, 
And start to see their annour’s iron gleam 
D.once with blue lustre in Tabaria’s sti-eam.^ 

The blood-red banner floating o’er their van, 

All madly blithe the mingled m}Tiads ran : 


I Peter the Hermit. Tlic \iorId has been so long- accustomed to hear tlie 
Crusades considered as the height of frenzy and injustice, that to underl.-J.c tlieir 
defence might lie perhaps a hazardous task We must. hot\e\er, recollect tliat 
liad it not been for these e.’rtraordinary exertions of generous courage the u hole 
of Europe « onld perhaps have fallen, and Christianity been buned in the niins. 
It was not, as Voltaire kas falsely or weakly asserted, a conspiracy of robbers; 
it was not an unproaolted attack on a distant nnd mofiensiie nation ; it was a 
blow aimed at Uic heart of a most powerful and aclwe enemy. Had not the 
Christ! m kingdoms of r\sia been cst.ibhslied as a cbeck to die hhahometans, 
It.aly, and die scanty remnant of Ciitastianity in Spxtin, must again Inre fallen 
into then power, and Prance hcrieif hare needed .all the ]iern'.,in .and good 
fortuae of a Cluarles Martel to delncr lier from subj'iigation 
- iaoe Vertot. liist. Chev deMaithc. liv i 

’ Tabana (a corruption of Tiberiasl is the n.imc used for the Se.iuf Galilee in 
the old romances. 
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I-njuiient Death beheld h« dostmed foci. 

And beenn^ »Tiltvt« inulW the fomt of Vtood. 

Nm sycU the nutaluJ*, not die bo«t u> doad, 
By vonb<-m C Win ft Srvtliiaii Temuf W * 

?5ot such the Vwrtifi^iniV '“'f that bote 


bn led Cti-tce to I htjaUt rev.-tl)t ^otc ' 

Thcfe (jiul* frciud knvlu wiih boaitfuf mien ftdyarce, 
Totm the iong \ nt* ard ehakc t*w cowvf Unce , 

]Icrc, InVed niih in clu>c batuliona stmd 

AusoQias snni, 3 anft inglonons band 

There the sii.rn N wan joins the Austnm oain, 

And the darL tnixs of late minn^ Sfvam , 

Here in blarV files, adiancirg firm wd slow 
Victorious Albion ttrangt the deadly bov,**. 

Albion,— ttill i>T5ii3i>t the caiAieet wrong to aid 

Aridw«Vivn?««'J<»>s«'»e live fttenaTiigWicium Wade' 

A e ssbo'cd spirts of the wamoi tkad, 

\Vho»c giant fon-e BrUunii'earoits led‘» 


■ 1 ,mn>u and TaaoUne. 

»-Tleins<,Uoee«tf tlieFr»ncli»«b^f«xi!acsojiheniaiefO«rarmY onco 

Wus.^ » «**”! «te L« « t »tA. w 
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PALESTmE. 


Whose bickering falchions, foremost in the fight, 
Still poured confusion on the Soldan’s might ; 
Lords of the biting axe and beamy spear,* 
Wide-conquenng Edward, Lion Richard, hear! 

At Albion’s call your crested pride resume. 

And burst the marble slumbers of the tomb I 
Your sons behold, in arm, in heart the same. 

Still press the footsteps of parental fame. 

To Salem still their generous aid supply, 

And pluck the palm of Syrian chivalr}' ! 

When he, from toweiy' Malta’s jielding isle, 

And the green waters of reluctant Nile, 

TIr’ apostate chief,- — from Misraim’s subject shore 
To Acre’s walls his troplued banners bore ; 

When the pale desert marked his proud array. 
And desolation hoped an ampler sway ; 

What hero then triumphant Gaul dismayed ? 
What arm repelled the victor Renegade ? 


“ SoTio gV Inglesi sagittari, ed hanno 
Gcnte con lor, cli' i pal vicina al polo 
Qiiesti da Talte scUe irsuli maiida 
La dnisa dal mondo, ultima Irlanda.' 

Tasso. Genisal. I.iberata, canto i. 44. 
Ireland and Scotland, it is scarcely necessary to obser.-c. were synonymons. 

* Tlieave of Rich ird tvas famous. — See Warton's History of Andcnt Poetry. 
- Napoleon, — CuiT. 
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Then on your tops shall deathless verdure spring/ 
Break forth, ye mountains, and ye valle}-s, sing ! 
No more your thirst}’ rocks shall frown forlorn, 
The unbeliever’s jest, the heathen’s scorn ; 

The sulti}’ sands shall tenfold harvests 5deld, 

And a new Eden deck the thorny field. 

E’en now, perchance, \\ide-wa\ang o’er the land, 
That mighty Angel lifts his golden wand, 

Courts the bright -v-ision of descending power,® 
Tells ever}' gate, and measures ever}' tower / 

And chides the tardy seals ^ that yet detain 
Thy Lion, Judah, from his destined reign. 

And who is He ? the vast, the awful form,® 

Girt with the wlurluind, sandalled with the storm ? 
A western cloud around His limbs is spread. 

His crown a rainbow, and a sun His head. 

To highest heaven He lifts His kingly hand. 

And treads at once the ocean and the land ; 


J "I ■nill irmJtipIy the freirof the tree and the increase of the field, that 50 
shall leceite no more the reproach of famine among the heathen " — " And they 
slial] sa3", UTiis hard that teas dcsohite is become hke the garden of Men," &.C. 
— Eiik xicol 

- '“rhit great city, the holy Jenisalem. descending oat of heaven from God, 
hat ing the glory ot God. ” — Rev. isi to. 

® E-ekid sh 

^ An allavoa to the sea’s in the Revelation; 


® Revcbt.on v. 




Aolha.1. 11. '0 ^>"“1 *'*”*"■*"”' . 
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Lo cti?rub hands the e^Wea courts iirepare 
L« 1 iH ores an * an 1 c ciy sa n S there. 
Earths u mo*! bound roid vi dw t aafut swaj 
The mountains nonJi { and the uJ s obey > 


■ »nd hrjia npHoU-TW ti« Juilf-nct«% gireoQ/ 
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Nor sun nor moon they jieed, — nor day, nor night 
God is their temple, and the Lamb their light 



' And shall not Israel’s sons exulting come, 

' ' Hail the glad beam, and claim their ancient home ? 
On David’s throne shall David’s offspring reign. 


God 13 with men, and He will dnell with them, ant! they shall be Hi 5 people, 
nna God Himself shall be >Mth them, and be their God — Rev xxi 3 
. ^ “And I saw no temple therein : for the I-ord God Almighty and Lamb 
arc the temple of it And the city had no need of the sun, neither of the moon, 
to shine in it. for the glory of God did lighten it, and the Lamb is the light 
thereof ” — Rfr^K xvi 22 



FltEST/^E 


And the diy bones be srann wih life ag^in-' 

Haik ' ^hite ttiUed crerada thw df^ hosannas raise, 
And the hoarse flood repeats the sound of prjj&. , 
Ten thousand harps attune ine mj-siic son^, 

Ten thousand thousand saints the atnm prolong , — 
' \\on!iy the Lamb omnipotent to save, 

AVho died, who lives, tnumphant otr the gravel'’ 
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EUROPli. 

■V — 

A It tlmt dread season when th’ indignant North 
j Poured to vain wars her tardy numbers forth, 
When Frederic bent his ear to Europe’s cry, 
And fanned too late the flame of liberty ; 

By feverish hope oppressed, and anxious tliought. 

In Dresden’s grove the deuy cool I sought* 

Through tangled boughs the broken moonshine played. 
And Elbe slept soft beneath his linden shade ; — 


* The opening lines of this poem Mere ongimllj composed in the situation, 
(the Park of Dresden) and under the influence of the feehngs which tliey attempt 
to describe. Tlie disastrous issue of King Frederick's campaign took awa} from 
the author all mchnation to continue them, and they remained neglected till the 
hopes of Europe were again revived by the lUustnous efforts of the Spanish 
people. 
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\rt 6l-yt not all —I hoard ihe ceaseless lar 
Ttie rattliCj, fra^ons aod the wheels of war 
Ti e sounding Us! the nmch * tn fi(,lcd hum 
And, lost and bwrd hy fts the d drum 
O er the near bridge the thundenp^ hod's that trode 
And the far-d slant ffc that ihnBed alon^ the road. 
Yes, Btrett it sewns across sotne watery dell 
To caich the nua « of the j>eal ng bell 
And »«reet to 1 jt, as tm the beach »e stray 
The th p-bo} s carol n the wealthy bay 
But street no !«$»> when ju uce po nts the spear 
Of marual wrath the ^onous d n to hear 
To catch the war note oo the qo \enn^ gale, 

And b d the blood-red paOts c^ conquest had. 

O song of hope too long dclusve stram 
And hear we flow thy flaueruit, vo ce aga n? 

Bat Ute,slatt I left, thee enW -aBd qaB 
Stunned by the wrai) of Heaven, oi, praieen s hijl* 
Oh 1 On that hiB may no kind aim h reoew 
The fertile tain, lh« sparUiag *• jwntj dew 


0 mim was ie posa o- 


Sr-ee>^i«MC.-r»d.^iA-sVv, ^ 

fcH 
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EURO IE 



Accursed of God, may those bleak summits tell 
Tlie field of anger -where the mighty fell. 

There youthful faith and high-bom courage rest, 

And, red tvith slaughter. Freedom’s* humbled crest j 
There Europe, soiled with blood her tresses grey, 

And ancient honour’s shield, — all \'ilely throu-n away. 

Thus mused ray soul, as in succession drear 
Rose each grim shape of wrath and doubt and fear; 

Defeat and shame in grisly vision pas^ 

And vengeance, bought -vwth blood, and glorious death the last. 


1 It is necessar>- perhaps to mention that by freedom, m this and in other pas- 
sages of the present poem, political liberty is understood, m opposition to the 
usurpation of any single European state. In the particular instance of Spain, 
lion ever, it is a hope which the author has not yet seen reason to abandon, that 
a struggle so nobly maintained bj- popular energy, must terminate m the esta- 
blishment not only of national independence, but of cml and religious liberty. 
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EOSOPB. 


Then os ray gaxe their <rasTng eagles met, 

And through the night each spsrUiflg bayonet, 

StUl raemory told how Austna’s evd hour 
Had ftlt on Praia’s field a Fredenc’s power. 

And Gaha s taunting tram,* and Mosco’s horde, 

Had Deshed the maiden sled of BnmswicVs sword. 
Oh \ yet 1 deemed that Cwth, by }ast;.ce led. 

Might wreathe once more the veteran’s silver head , 
That Europe’s anaent pnde would yet disdain 
The cumbrous sceptre of a single rt'gn , 

That conscious nght would tenfold strength adbrd, 
And Heaven assist the patriot’s holy sword, 

And looh m itiercy throu^ tV auspicious sVy, 

To bless the SavMUt host of Certnasy 

And «fi they dreams, these bodings, such aa shed 
Their lonely comfort o’er the hermit’s bed ? 


And ate they drcaros? or an the Etetsai Jimd 
Care far a sparrow, ) et neglect raanlmd ? 

IVh) if the dubious battle own His power, 

And the red salwe, whete He bids, devour 
Wiy then can one flic corse of worlds dende, 
And millions weej^^boarts s ogle pnde> 


"owes Ui 



EUROPE. 


Thus sadly musing, far my footsteps strayed. 

Rapt in the visions of die Aonian maid. 

It was not she whose lonely voice I hear 
Fall in soft whispers on my love-lom ear ; 

My daily guest, who wont my steps to guide 
Through the green walks of scented eventide, 

Or stretched with me in noonday ease along. 

To list the reaper’s chant or throstle’s song ; 

But she of loftier port, whose grave control 
Rules the fierce workings of the patriot’s soul ; 

She whose high presence, o’er the midnight oil, 

With Fame’s bright promise cheers the student’s toil j 
That same was she whose anaent lore refined 
The sober hardihood of Sidney’s mind. 

Borne on her wing, no more I seemed to rove 
By Dresden’s glittering spires and linden grove ,• 

No more the giant Elbe, all silver bright^ 

Spread his broad bosom to die fair moonlight 
'W’hile the still raargent of his ample flood 
Bore the dark image of the Saxon wood — 

(Woods happy once, that heard the carols free 
Of rustic love and cheerful industiy; 

Now dull and joyless lie their alleys green, 

And silence marks the track where Fiance has been). 



KVROPC 


Fai other scents than Qicse my lancy tiewefi 
Pocks robed in »ce , » mountain solitude , 

Where on Hehetian Wl% la godUtc state. 

Aiooc and awful, Eurcpes Angel sate 
Silent and stem he sate , then, bending low, 
i-v-tened th' ascending ■plaints of humaa vrot 
And waving as in gnef h« towciy head, 

*fot >tt, no* yet the day of rest," he said , 

" It way not be Destruction s gory mrg 
Soars o'er the banners of the youngeT king, 

Too rashly btase, who seeks -mA single sway 
To stem ihe lava on tts destined way 
Poor gltteting wamors, only wont to know 
The bloodless pageant o( a cnan<a) show , 

Nurslings of peace, for defter fights prepare, 

And dread Ac stepdame sway of ariai c iviomcd war ' 
They fight, they Meed t-Oh ' haJ tnat biood been shed 
IVTvco duties and valour Ausixia'a ■armies led , 

Mad Aesc stood lonh Ae r^teous cause to shield, 
llhea victory watered on Ktonvia'i field 
Then Prance hat) mottmed her conquests made m vom, 
Her backward beaten tanks, and couna«ss sla o 
Then had rhe s-rengfl. of Europe's freedom stood. 

And itCl the Rhase la^ Gentian ftood ) 

■Vi 
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“Oh ! nursed in many a udle, and practised long 
To spoil the poor and cringe before the strong; 

To swell the victor’s state, and hovering near, 
like som'e base vulture in the battle’s rear. 

To watch the carnage of the field, and share 
Each loathsome alms the prouder eagles spare, 

A curse is on thee, Brandenburgh ! the sound 
Of Poland’s wailing drags thee to the ground ; 

And, drunk rvith guilt, thy harlot lips shall know 
The bitter dregs of Austria’s cup of woe. 

“ Enough of vengeance ! O’er the ensanguined plain 
I gaze, and seek their numerous hosts in vain ; 

Gone like the locust band, when whirhrinds bear 
Their flimsy legions through the waste of air. 

Enough of vengeance ! — By the glorious dead 
Who bravely fell where youthful Lewis led;^ 

By Blucheris sword in fiercest danger tried, 

And the true heart that burst when Bnmswick died ; 

By her whose charms the coldest zeal might warm,® 

The manliest firmness in the fairest form — 

Save, Europe, save the remnant . — ^Yet remains 

1 Prinos Leivis Ferdinand of Prussia, who fell glonously mth almost the whole 
of his regiment. 

- The Queen of Prussia ; beautiful, unfortunate, and unsubdued by the 
severest reverses. 
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One g’onous palb to free the worid from chains. 

Why, when } on nortieni band inEjhm’ssiood 
Xetrealmg stnicV, and tiaclid their cojne with blood. 
WTule cue hnn locV the floods of Rno staj ed, 

^Yh> , generous Atistns, were thy wh«l> debyed ? 

And Albion i*— DaiVjt sortow veiled hts brow— 

Friend of the fneodless, Albion, where art thou? 

Child of the Sea, whose wing tike swl» are spread. 

The covenng cherub of the ocean s bed ! * 

The stonn and tempest tender peace to thee, 

And the wild roanng waves a stem seeuntv 

But hope act thpu m Heavens own strength to nde. 

Tjeedata's loved aik, oer btoadoppresvion’sude 

If virtue leave the^ if thy careless eye 

Glance in contempt on Europe’s agony 

Alas ' where now the band* who wont to pour 

Tbeir strong dehvenmee on the E[jptun shore? 

VTing, wmg your course a prostrate world to save, 
TwaaphaW squadrons of TtaCitgai’s wave 
“ And tbou, blest star of Earths darkest hour,« 
Vn-OM Mpa, .m «»dom a«) rtme TOiuels pmr, 

I TtotsrtatfsaoinltdftonbiS.tom,- 
iTtia. 

• nu. 
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WTiom Earth applauded through her peopled shores ! 
(Alas ! whom Earth, too early lost, deplores) : — 
Young without follies, ivithout rashness bold, 

And greatly poor amidst a nation’s gold ! 

In every veering gale of faction true, 

Untarnished Chatham’s genuine child, adieu 1 
Unlike our common suns, rvhose gradual ray 
-Expands from twilight to intenser day, 

Thy blaze broke forth at once in full meridian sway. 

O proved in danger ! not the fiercest flame 
Of discord’s rage thy constant soul could tame j 
Not when, far striding, o’er thy palsied land 
Gigantic treason took his bolder stand j 
Not when wild zeal, by murderous faction led, 

On Wicklow’s hills her grass-green banner spread j 
Or those stem conquerors of the restless wave 
Defied the native soil they wont to save . — ^ 
Undaunted patriot ! in that dreadful hour. 

When pride and genius own a sterner power ; 

When the dimmed eyeball and tlie struggling breath, 
And pain and terror, mark advancing death ; — 

Still in that breast thy countij'^ held her tlurone. 


^ In the mutiny at the Nore — Ed. 
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SOXOPS. 


Thy toil, thy fear, thy pnyet »ete hen alone, 

Thy li,t famt eifon hm, and hen thy parting grom 
“■ies, from those lips while fainting nations drew 
Hope ever strong and courage ever new, 

'V et, yet 1 deemed by tnat supportjiy hand 

TKW«tI ta her M m«ht Freedoms rem stand. 

And pui^Pd by trn^, and strongir from the storm. 


Degraded JusUte rear her rcuteod form. 

Now hope, aoieu i-ad«u the g^crous care 
To shield the weak and ume the proud m warJ 
The golden chain of rcaltiu, when equal awe 
Foised *e *trong baLince of impartial law, 

men rival sutes as fedenu sifters shone, 

Alike yet vanoos, and though many, one . 

And, bright and numerous as the spangled sk) 
Beamed each Ciw smr of turope’s gakav _ 

AH. aU ate gone. a,d after time shall trace 

1l'« 0,0 „b,™. love 

"™,.bOo ovo,, „o»l, loro 

art luO^oda, wjO baOot rli^mc ' 



EUROPE. 


To gild the vase, to bid the puiple spread 
In sightly foldings o’er the Grecian bed. 

Their mimic guard where sculptured gryphons keep, 
And Memphian idols watch o’er beauty’s sleep ; 

To rouse the slumbering sparks of faint desire 
With the base tinkling of the Teian lyre ; 

"While youth’s enen^ate glance and gloating age 
Hang o’er the mazy waltz or pageant stage ; 

Each wayward wish of sickly taste to please, 

The nightly revel and the noontide ease, — 

These, Europe, are thy toils, thy trophies these ! 

“ So, when wide-wasting hail or whelming rain 
Have strewed the bearded hope of golden grain, 
From the wet furrow struggling to the skies, 

The tall rank weeds in barren splendour rise. 

And strong and towering o’er the mildewed ear. 
Uncomely flowers and baneful herbs appear ; 

The swain’s rich toils to useless poppies yield. 

And Famine stalks along the purple field. 

“And thou, the poet’s theme, the patriot’s prayer ! — 
"Where, France, thy hopes, thy gOded promise where ? 
. When o’er Montpeh'er’s vines and Jura’s snows. 

All goodly bright, young Freedom’s planet rose ? 

What boots it now (to our destruction- brave). 
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How strong tbine arm m ffax? a vabant sWe 1 
\Mu.t boou It BOW that wide tlune eagles sad. 

Fanned by the flattenag breath of conquest’s gale? 
^Vhat, that, high piled withio jon ample dome, 

The blood bought treasures rest of Greece and Rome? 
Scourge of the Higbtsi, boU in vengeance hurled 
By Hea\ea*8 dread justice on a shrinking aorld I 
Go, vanquished victor, bend thy proud helm dorm 
Before thy sullen tjtani’a steely crown, 

For h«n m Aftic’s sands and Poland s snow?, 

Reared by thy toil it,® shadowy laurel grows , 


And rank in Gerra^j harvest spring* 

Of pageant councUs obsequious kmgs 

a.* p„pi, .uv,^ o, 

Linked the wide cuai. , . , l 

of the Latian chain. 

And slaves lik» thev .kl 

, ***^1 every End 

To giW expression and i i. l j 

•■OKI, ^ “lebasc roankmd 

llTii H ^"'S-Tand tranquil bonds, defy? 

"Tvo. driven V ^ \ ^ ^ ' 

“ «« rn». Zer'- 

J'”" «t™.g r„„ '“V 



EUROPE. 


Th’ entrusted cause of Europe and mankind ! 

Or hope we yet in Sweden’s martial snorra 
That Freedom's weary foot may find repose ? 

No ; — from yon hermit shade, yon cj-press dell, 
^Vhere faintly peals tire distant matin-bell ; 
t\'here bigot kings and tjnant priests had shed 
Their sleepy venom o’er his dreadful head ; 

He wakes, th’ avenger — hark ! the hills around 
Untamed Asturia bids her clarion sound ; 

And many an ancient rock and fleecy' plain, 

And many a valiant heart returns the strain : 
Heard by that shore where Calpe’s armfed steep 
Flings its long shadow' o'er th' Herculean deep, 
And Lusian glades, whose hoary poplars wave 
In soft, sad murmurs over Inez’ grave.* 

They bless the call who dared the first withstand" 
The ^Moslem wasters of their bleeding land, 

IVhen firm in faith, and red with slaughtered foes, 


1 Inez de Castro, the beloved mistress of the Infant Don Pedro, son of 
Alphonso IV. King of Portugal, and stabbed by the orders and, accordmg to 
Camoens, in the presence, of that monarch. A fountain near Coimbra, the 
scene of their loves and misfortunes, is still pointed out b} tradition, and called 
'Amores . — De Iu^ Ceede's Hist, de Portugalle, 4to tome i. pp. 282 — 7; and 
CavioCn's Ldsiad, canto ui stanza 135 

2 The Astunans, who, under Pelagtus, first opposed the career of Jiaho- 

metan success. ' 


43 



ctritops. 


Tbs' sprar-encyded cicnra, As»fflW, rose.' 

Nor these alone as load the w tw'es swell. 
lA htanda's shepherd quits his coA hndt cdl , 

Albania’s strength is there, and ttwM who oil 
(Ahaidy race’) MorenasscordiW h?l. 

And m tttde arms through wide Calhcis's reign 
The swMtli/ 'mtage pours her s-igorous tram. 

“Sawre»h«»etiaKs> not (heus the plumW boas* 

The si^dy trappings of a marshalled host , 

No weepirg turoos curse their Oeadlv sUl. 

Expert in danger and mured to ViU — 

But theirs the Ladling epe, the strenuous ana , 

Them the duk c leek, with patnot ardour warm, 

Vnblasched ty sluggard ease or slavish (ea, 

And pmd sad pure the Mood (hat mactlea thena 
Them fiotn the birth *oJ r-o ^ granite steep 
And heathy wild to guard ilv .vrfnng sheep 
To urge the labocnug mule, or bend the spear 
'Oainst the nigbt prowhrg rolf or felon bear , 

The bill i hoarse rage to dreadful sport to mock, 

And meet with sw^ sword h* bellowing shock. 

» I* «Mn>aji« eefcrU* Dtm, reaj»_f«le owrtntB* u tjnfL Jitus 11 
tlcona* Oral ciAq^is Croroo ert bnb* C 4 let Uom hac* anac!i*e aca 
fAmizm UIOKI qa^ ce b 4 t» anut liH tetci»s *aas ks esjrj .'— it 

-£M» Vruxt It S Jtarjn rttaoa cx. jx. 
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EUKOPE. 



Each martial chant they knmv, each manly rhyme, 
Rude, ancient lays of Spain’s heroic time 
Of him in Xeres’ carnage fearless found' 

(His glittering brows uith hostile spear-heads bound) ; 
Of that chaste king whose hardy mountain train 


1 See the two elegant specimens given by Bishop Percy in his ■* Rehques;" and 
tJic more accurate' translations of Mr. Rodd, in his " Civil Wars of Granada." 

s The Gothic monarchy in Spam «as overthrown by the Mussulmans at tlie 
battle of Xeres, the Christian aimy being defeated w ith dreadful slaughter, and 
the de.ith of their king, the unhappy and licentious Roderigo. Petigius as- 
sembled the small band of those fugitives who despised submission amid the 
mountains of the Asturias, under the name of King of Oviedo, - 
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o Crthre^ tl-e to ^ Ctoric^S«e ,» 

And c^ ef(~^t h mi« ho rcareil hu» banner tall * 

(TO wa^oy-s cs.iV«. l.’i o « \ alcnuA s trail , 

UDgraced b} V ngs trhtLe Mooti»h t tlo ro«c 
n e toil-c.uned hointgi. of b»a wondenng foes- 

“■ies e\-cry inoulJ«nna towa nrd haunted fl-»od. 

And the trilJ tnuroiurs of ihe tw«no *'Ood 
EaA sand) tstia 6 a»d oransMcen td dcH 
And Kd Duraba. feld, <md Lo^o, lell* 
llow Uiur brave fatheta fought how th ck the invaders fdl 
“ 0 virtnc long 

To glut a b got s :<JJ or tjmw a ^nd*. 


t Alo9>0. (srtunrd Oi* Ciu~ * <n Mir.r rtasoa if «t biuevc b-*- 
tsnjB* *S» a towu « •- Wfi Ji wnwct* isi 0>« fnr«* 

CbOko' f «l Mir na tx • a. ( -v o( r'ba.|cu(r« wi < nr it fVm of 
Fraaco at RonMsiq^ Brtra.'J c. Cir\9 IV <oa oT ^ injo i »«s rr 
XinKBfc ^ tiB s»Bera ma a g U tVsn Qa io.e -«> moMnff est 
suihon j tm-vA* sish;t« i r cr Si <M»Owi o i-jiJj »» 

U-rcBfi tWU «l ca AiW'-a I i rei i i, t-CDf-^hcofCbarif 
wsciit «»i «• 'ur»d »wJ boa 1 -V ~ Ucv Ue tMl. wruarJ 

^ be -OB, >». 0«Q«T«r- 

* Rolngf> x>,it o( tva str-Mxj ,v, , a v, .k. h 

'OaoBJc. 1.V t a bT lie i! 

• Bursbt ui hn- 

Um. <a » je kiTu of Bent«a( 


A ••iWtHChi Of-UrP>«bel* V“"*' 

b^atWps. ^ ton 
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EUROPE. 


Condemiied in distant climes to bleed and die 
’ilid the dank poisons of Tlascala’s' skyj 
Or when stem Austria stretched her lawless reign, 
And spent in northern fights the flower of Spain ; 
Or war’s hoarse furies yelled on Ysell’s shore, 

And Alva’s ruffian sword was drunk wnth gore. 

Yet dared not then Tlascala’s chiefs withstand 
The lofty daring of Castilla’s band ; 

And weeping France her captive king ^ deplored, 
And ciused the deathful point of Ebro’s sword. 
Now, nerved rvith hope, tlieir night of slavery past, 
Each heart beats high in freedom’s buxom blast ; 
Lo 1 conquest calls, and, beckoning from afar. 
Uplifts his laurel wreath, and waves them on to war, 
— Woe to the usurper then, who dares defy 
The sturdy wrath of rustic loyalty ! 

Woe to the hireling bands, foredoomed to feel 
How strong in labour’s homy hand the steel ! 
Behold e’en now, beneath yon Bmtic skies ® 

Another Pavia bids her trophies rise ; 


1 An extensive district of Mexico : its inhabitants were the first Indians who 
submitted to the Spaniards under Cortez, 

5 Francis I,, taken prisoner at the battle of Pavia, 
s Andalusia forms part of the ancient Hispania Boetica. 
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ZVXOPE. 


E’en now in bass disguise and Ihendly nigbt 
Their robber tftoflarch* speeds hu seoet flight , 

\ad with new zeal the fiery Lusuns rear 

(Housed by ditM ne^WseMr's worthy the IcngnegUcted 

spear 

“ So when stem ’Winter thills the April showers, 

/md «cm feost forbids the timely flowers. 

Oh, deem not thou the ngorons herb below 
Is crushed and dead beneath th meumbent snow 
Such tardy suns shJl wealthw tarresB bring 
Than all the early nules of fiatlensg spnsg 
Sweet ta the martial trumpet a silver swell 
On my dunned sense ih unearthly accents fell 
hit wonder held, and ytff fhaaiwt by fear. 

As one who wished, yet hardly hoped, to hear 
•Spmt,” 1 cued dread teacher y-t oeJaie, 

In that good fight, shall AIbiQus,trni be there? 

Can Albion, brave and wise and proud, refrain 
To had a kindred soul, and bak her fate with Spam? 
Too long her soas^ estranged Corn war and toil. 

Have hjathed the safc^ of the sea-gat ule. 

And chid the waves wlwh pert their fire vnthm, 


‘JvWpiL 
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£UJ!OP£. 


As the stalled war-horse woos the battle’s din. 

Oh ! by this throbbing heart, this patriot glow, 

I^Ttich, well I feel, each English breast shall know. 
Say, shall my counti}’, roused from deadly sleep. 
Crowd rvith her hardy sons yon western steep ? 

And shall once more the star of France grow pale. 
And dim its beams in Roncesvalles’ vale ? * 

Or shall foul sloth and timid doubt conspire 
To mar our zeal, and waste our manly fire ?” 

Still as I gazed, liis low’ring features spread, 

High rose his form, and darkness veiled his head ; 
Fast from liis eyes the ruddy lightning broke. 

To heaven he reared his arm, and thus he spoke : 

“ Woe, trebly woe to their slow zeal who bore 
Delusive comfort to Iberia’s shore ! 

A\Tio in mid conquest, vaunting, yet dismayed. 

Now gave, and now withdrmv their laggard aid ; 

IVho, when each bosom glowed, each heart beat lugh. 
Chilled the pure stream of England’s energj", 

And lost in courtly forms and blind delay 
The loitered hours of glory’s short-lived day. 

“ O peerless island, generous, bold, and free, 


’ See fonner note on Alonso the Chaste. 
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tUJlOF£ 


Loit, iTjmed Albion, Europe cnoums for ihee ! 
Ilad&t thou but Vnown the hour m mercy given 
To stay thy doom and ward the ire of Heaven , 
Bared m the caasp of man thy wamor breast. 

And crushed on yonder hflh the approaching pest. 
Then had not murder sacked thy smiUng plain, 
And wealth, and worth, and wisdom all been \-aui. 
"Yet, yet awake I while fear and wonder wait 


On the poised balance, tremhling siiU with £ue t ‘ 
It «oek> lhe« mtth can in bsttle tned. 

Too tosri mth stoghw To, os cnrttog aic 
(VTliJt ome bi,e unee nbtnl, of m could si,, 
And she nealt victor flung his nrcalh airsy) 

Or tics irho, deled in sciinl,Ui„d.nf„ ’ 

Wnged mliont hope ihn dispmposhontd nnr. 

And chccl, soil, end p,ocnl of dtsoos,, 

M dim _ 

/"■“™*''“’«”^o.nci.,o 

A.,onds.kcokinn,„ilsu,„,„„j 
^ b™, nnd shimlooj tom a, „clc„.™ ,1,, 

“'l^'”*' '’'““bends Inn. do™ indin 



EUROPE. 


As o’er those helpless limbs, by murder gored, 

The base pursuer waves his weaker sword, 

And, trod to eartli, by trampling thousands pressed 
The horse-hoof glances from that mangled breast, — 
E’en in that hour his hope to England flies. 

And fame and vengeance fire his closing eyes. 

“ Oh ! if such hope can plead, or his ‘ whose bier 
Drew from his conquering host their latest tear; 
\^Tiose skill, whose matchless valour, gilded flight; 
Entombed in foreign dust, a hasty soldier’s rite ; — 
Oh ! rouse thee yet to conquer and to save. 

And nisdom guide the sword which justice gave 1 
“And yet the end is not ! From yonder towers, 
"While one Saguntum” mocks the tictor’s powers ; 
"WTiile one brave heart defies a senile drain. 

And one true soldier nields a lance for Spain ; 

Trust not, vain tyrant, though thy spoiler band 
In tenfold m)Tiads darken half the land 
(Vast as that power, against whose impious lord 
Bethulia’s matron ® shook the nightly sword) ; 


1 Sir John Moore. 

- The ancient siege of Saguntum has been rivalled by that of Zaragossa The 
author is happy to refer his readers to the interesting narrative of his friend Mr. 
Vaughan, 
s Judith. 
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EVSOPE 


Though TUth and fjai thy wotmdless soul defy, 
And fatal genus dre thy martial eye , 

Yet trust not here o'er pcVlit^ realuis to roam, 
Or cheaply bear a bloodless laurel home 
■“ No I by Hta viewless arm whose nghteous care 
Defends the orphan’s tear, the poor mans pray tr 
^^^lO, Lord of Nature, oer this changeful ball 
Decrees the nse of empires, and the (all , 
Wondrous in all His ways, unseen, unlnou-n, 

^Vho treads the wineptess tA the world alone / 
And robed in <lirltne«s and suTojuding fears, 

SpeedjoothsudtioorfioaatlK. m„th I 

So l-shoU ,0, «ji,, Itomllo ame 
Stoop to li, TOst, or eoTO luj 

And tball It tune despot,, li, 

Or qjencho notion, OJl renvong 

Go, bid the ideonouea bond, contpue 

To entb the wondetios ™d or poop f „ , 

C« %'«nfetten,ond..tod,,„P,.„,_ 

at Spout the bni,e,fc™„p„^^^^^. 


“ P»?!e Uwre »as „ 
*'*“'1* Item m my 
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THE PASSAGE OF THE RED SEA. 



THE 


PASSAGE OF THE RED SEA. 

ITH heat o’erlabonred and the length of way, 
On Ethan’s beach the bands of Israel lay. 
'T was silence all, the sparkling sands along. 
Save where the locust trilled her feeble song. 

Or blended soft in drowsy cadence fell 
The wave’s low whisper or the camel’s bell. — 
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rr{£ PASSAGE Oh THE PED SEA 


T ras sUence all * — the flocks for shelter fly 
tVhere, waring 1 ghe, the acacu shadows he , 
Or where from far the flaltcmig vapours make 
The noontide semblance of a misty htc, 
ttlule the mute swam, m careless safety spread, 
Wih arms enfolded and dejected head, 


Dreams o er his wondrous call his Imeage high, 
And, late rerealed, his children a destroy 
For not in vam, in thraldoms darkest hour, 

Had sped from Amrams sons the word of power , 
Nor failed the dreadful wand, whose godlike my 
Could lure the locust from her any way. 

With repulfl war assad their proud abodes. 

And mar the gunt pomp of EOT>fs gods. ' 

Iron 6„ ™ , bvow 

held ,hc a, „„ ■- 

And Out portentous dond which. .11 L ^ 




’IHE PASSAGE OF THE RED SEA. 


(A cloud by day, a friendly flame by night), 

Rolled back its mist}' veil, and kindled into h'ght ! 
Soft: fell the eve ; — ^but, ere the day was done^ 

Tall waving banners streaked the level sim ; 

And wide and dark along the horizon red 
In sandy surge the rising desert spread. 

“ hlark, Israel, mark ! ” — On that strange sight inteflli 
,In breathless terror, every eye was bent j 
And busy faction’s fast-increasing hum 
And female voices shriek, “ They come, they come ! ” 
They come, they come ! in scintillating show 
O’er tire dark mass the brazen lances glow. 

And sandy clouds in countless shapes combine. 

As deepens or extends the long tumultuous line 
And fancy’s keener glance even now may trace 
The threatening aspects of each mingled race : 

For many a coal-black tribe and cany spear. 

The hireling guards of Misraim’s throne, were thefc- 
From distant Cush they trooped, a warrior train, 
Siwah’s' green isle and Sennaaris marly plain ; 

On either wing their fiery coursers check 
The parched and sinew}' sons of Amalek ; 


1 Oasis. — Sennaar; Meroe. 
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THE PASSAGE OF THE FED SLA 


VVUilfi dose bchmd, mnrcd to feast on blood, 

DtcVed m Behemoth’s spoils, the taU SbaPgalla* strode- 
’Alid blaiing helms and bucUeis rough mlh gold, 

Saw jc how swift the scjthhd charujts tolled? 

La I these are they whom, lonis of Afne's Cites, 

Otd Thebes hath poured through all her hundred gates. 
MoOiei ot artaiMV-Hcnr the emtiolds' glowed, 

IVhere, flushed with power and vengeance, Rmaob rode ' 
And stoWd tn whiter tliose brven wheel» before, 

Osins' aih hs siranby wuaids boi^ , 


And roll retpoiuive to the trumpet* 

pncsly si^ffl moiTOored— Metofy j 

"^1 *weU tW,h<iuts that tend the dewatf, gVjotn? ' 
IVhow cowe y, „rth to combat s^on. whi«» 
Thcs^-flocVaanO enl*-ih« Omt »d 
Red &om the «oi.^ «-* 

God of the poof. <h ^ hiendJesj ay 
Giver and Lord of i,^p ** 




THE PASSAGE OE THE RED SEA. 


North, south, and west the sandy whirhvinds fly. 

The circling horns of Eg^iit’s chivalrj’. 

On earth’s last margin tlirong the weeping train ; 

Their cloudy guide moves on. — “And must we swim tlic 
main ? ” 

’Mid the light spray their snorting camels stood. 

Nor bathed a fetlock in the nauseous flood : 

He comes — their leader comes ! — the man of God 
O’er the tvide waters lifts his mighty rod, 

And onward treads. — The circling waves retreat, 

In hoarse deep murmurs, from his holy feet ; 

And tlie chased surges, inly roaring, show 
The hard wet sand and coral hills below. 

With limbs that falter and with hearts that swell, 

Douti, down they pass — a steep and slipper)^ dell — 
Around theni rise, in pristine chaos hurled. 

The ancient rocks, tlie 'secrets of the world j 
And flowers that blush beneath the ocean green. 

And caves, the sea-caives’ low-roofed haunt, are seen. ' 
Down, safely down the narrow pass they tread ; 

The beetling waters storm above their head, 
far behind retires the sinking day. 

And fades on Edom’s hills its latest ray. 

Yet not from Israel fled the friendly light. 
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TUL FAS^ACE OF TffF RED SEA 


Or dark to Ihera, or cbccdcst, came the night 
Stai in their Ton, along that dreadful road. 

Blazed broad and fierce the brandished torch of Goi 

Jls meteor glart a tenfold lu«tr<. gi\ e 

On the long minor of the ros) nave 

Wule Its blest beams a sunhke heat Kipplj 

Warm csco cheek, and dance in cstrv c>e 

To them alone — for Mismm s wizard train 

Int oke for light Ihcir moo»tvr god« m \ am 

Clouds heaped on clouds their stni^hn, sight coniine, 

And tenfold darkness broods jUne iheir Unc 

\et on the) Cue, by reckkss ungtanre led, 

And nnge upconsmous tnrough the Ocean s bed 
TUI tniditay non— that stniDge and fiery fonji 
Showed hii dread visage lightening through the storm 
Wth mthenng splendour blasted all ’ ’ 

A„d lUcr d.«.o. n.mTto 

flight 

“rlv, Misrrum, fly'"— Hie nrehons floods they see 

And, fiercer tiun the floods the Oeitj 
« Fly, Jlisraim, fly I"— From Edom’, coraj strand 
Aga.n the prophet stretched ha draidfuj __ 

Ulth one tnld esash the thimdenng 
And all IS wa>C9— adaikamd lonely de^p, 



"TffE PASSAGE OF THE RED SEA. 


Yet o’er those lonely waves such murmurs past. 

As mortal wailing sivelled the m'ghtly blast ; 

And strange and sad the whispering breezes bore 
The groans of Eg}T5t to Arabia’s shore. 

Oh ! welcome came the mom, where Israel stood 
In trustless wonder by the avenging flood ! 

Oh ! welcome came the cheerful mom, to show 
The dnfted wreck of Zoan’s pride below : 

The mangled limbs of men — the broken car — 

A few sad reh'cs of a nation’s war : 

Alas, how few ! — Then, soft as Elim’s well,* 

The pirecious tears of new-born freedom fell. 

And he, whose hardened heart alike had borne 
The house of bondage and the oppressor’s scorn. 

The stubborn slave, by hope’s new beams subdued, 

In faltering accents sobbed his gratitude ; 

Till kindling into warmer zeal, aroimd 
The virgin timbrel waked its silver soimd ; 

And in fierce joy, no more by doubt supprest. 

The struggling spirit throbbed in Miriam’s breast. 

She, with bare arms, and fixing on the sky 

' It is interesting to observe tvith ^that pleasure and minuteness Moses, amid 
the Arabian vildemess, enumerates the ■riweli-e wells of water,” and the 
" threescore and ten palm-trees," of Ehni, 
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ADVENT SUNDAY. 

-3C 

I Y J joSANNA to the living Lord ! 

I iTl I Hosanna to the incarnate Word ! 

To Christ, Creator, SaHour, King, 
Let earth, let heaven. Hosanna sing ! 

Hosanna ! Lord ! Hosanna in the highest ! 

Hosanna, Lord ! Thine angels ciy ; 

Hosanna, Lord ! Thy saints reply ; 

Above, beneatli us, and around. 

The dead and living swell the sound ; 

Hosanna ! Lord ! Hosanna in the highest ! 

O Saviour ! with protecting care 
Return to this Thy house of prayer ! 
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SECOND SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

No. I. 

The Lord will come ! the earth shall quake, 
The hills their fixhd seat forsake ; 

And, withering, from the vault of night 
The stars nathdraw their feeble light 

The Lord will come ! but not the same 
As once in lowly form He came, 

A silent Lamb to slaughter led. 

The bruised, the suffering, and the dead. 

The Lord will come ! a dreadful form. 

With wreath of flame and robe of storm. 

On cherub wings and wings of wind, 
Anointed Judge of human kind. 

Can this be He who wont to stray 
A pilgrim on the world’s highway, 

By power oppressed, and mocked by pride? 
O God ! is this the Crucified ? 

Go, tyrants 1 to the rocks complain I 
Go, seek the mountain’s deft in vain ! 

But faith, victorious o’er the tomb. 

Shall sing for joy — ^the Lord is come ! 

0 / 
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Ik the ™ and moon 

'he» *au b, 
Eaith shall ,aake • 

Nations with pcrplexitj 

Soon shall ocean e booty d«^ 

Tossed with stronger tempests. r,« 
Darker storms the nunnilam siree,, ’ 
Redder Hs^htning rend the skies. 



HYMNS. 


Evil thoughts shall shake the proud. 
Racking doubt and restless fearj 
And amid the thunder-cloud 
Shall the Judge of men appear. 

But though from that aivful face 

Heaven shall fade and earth shall fly. 
Fear not ye, His chosen race, — 

Your redemption draweth nigh ! 



THIRD SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

O Sa^uour, is Thy promise fled ? 

Nor longer might Thy grace endure 
To heal the sick and raise the dead, 
And preach TI13' Gospel to the poor, 
69 





Come, Jciiu! feme I retiffn a^in , 

iih bnghlcr liCTin Thy terrants W«s, 
UTio long 10 fed Thy pcrfxt reign. 

And (hare Thy kingdom's happiness i 

A fechJc race, hy pwion dnven. 

In daeVness and in tlouU «c roam, 

And hit our anaioui eyes lo heaven, 

Ouf hope, our harbour, and our liome I 

Yet 'mid the %dd and winify gale, 

Wlien Death ndcs <)uk>y o ct the lea, 

And strength and canWy daring fail, 

Our twyers, Redeemer I red on Thee 

Come, JcJusl cornel and, as of yote 
The prophet «cnl lo clear Thy way, 
AliaiknycrTliyfcel before, 

A dawning to Thy bnghler day , 

So now may grace mih heavenly shower 
Our stony hearts for truth jircpare , 
how in our souls the seed of power, 

Then come and reap Thy lorvcsl there I 



ur/jA-s. 


FOURTH SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

The world is groira old, and lier pleasures are past ; 
-Tlie world is grown old, and her form may not last; 
The world is grown old, and trembles for fear ; 

For sorrows abound, and judgment is near ! 

The sun in the heaven is languid and pale, 

'And feeble and fev/ are the fruits of the rale ; 

And the hearts of the nations fail tlrem for fear, 

For the world is grown old, and judgment is near ! 

The.king on his throne, tlie bride in her bower. 

The children of pleasure all feel the sad hour; 

The roses are faded, and tasteless the cheer. 

For the world is grown old, and judgment is near ! 

The world is grown old ! — but should we complain, 
Wlio have tried her and know that her promise is vain? 
Our heart is in heaven, our home is not here. 

And we look for our crorni when judgment is near ! 
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By each 


lempjatioii 


triroyE, 


tn«^ 





'\\Tio lived to )’ield our ills relief, 
And to redeem us, died ! 

If gaily clothed and proudly fed. 

In dangerous wealtli we dwell. 

Remind us of Thy manger bed 
And lowly cottage cell ! 

If, prest by poverty severe. 

In enWous want we pine. 

Oh, may the Spirit whisper near 
How poor a lot was Thine ! 

Through fickle fortune’s various scene 
From sin preserve us free ! 

Like us Thou hast a mourner been, — 
May we rejoice with Thee 1 
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ST STEPHEVS DAY 

’'"®““fG<Hl£oormhloTO, 

Akm^yerownfogajn 

of woe, 

Tnumphant over patn, 

Hu Km I 

'^'■“'WonHmKK^ 

'"«»<!« of mKKIp^ 

Twelve valonisamts.^., ^ 

flame 

9t 



They met the tjTant’s brandished steel, 
The lion’s goiy mane ; 

They bowed their necks tlie death to feel 
Wio follows in their train ? 

A noble army — men and boys, 

The matron and the maid, 

Around the Savnouds throne rejoice. 

In robes of light arraj'ed. 

They climbed the steep ascent of heaven 
Through peril, toil, and pain : 

O God ! to us may grace be given 
To follow in their train ! 



»yv\s 


JOHN THE EVAECeusT'S DAY 

E'I'M 

'°'® ‘"'‘'“'"'•f'n'rmonalvali 

Tok L "“'"^y'rtl 

And nature waits Ti. j 
To find ou, .„, . ' 
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INNOCENTS' DAY. 

Oh, weep not o’er tliy children’s tomb, 
O Rachel, weep not so ! 

The bud is cropt by inart}T:dom, 

The flower in heaven shall blow. 

Firstlings of faith ! the murderer’s knife 
Has missed its deadliest aim ; 

The God for nhom they gave their life, 
For them to suffer came. 

Though feeble were their days and few. 
Baptized in blood and pain. 

He knows them, whom they never knew. 
And they shall live again. 

Then weep not o’er thy children’s tomb, 
O Racliel, weep not so : 

The bud is cropt by martyrdom. 

The flower in heaven shall blow. 







Cold on His cradle the dew-drops are shining, 
Low lies His head mth the beasts of the stall ; 
Angels adore Him in slumber reclining, 

Maker and Monaich and Saviour of all ' 

Say, shall we }aeld Him, in costly devotion, 
Odoms of Edom and off rings di^^ne ? 

Gems of the mountain and pearls of the ocean, 
MjTrh from the forest or gold from the mine ? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation ; 

■ Vainly mth gold would His favour secure : 
Richer by far is the heart’s adoration ; 

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

^Brightest and best of the sons of the morning ! 

Dawn on our darkness and lend us Thine aid ! 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning. 

Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 



7.0 






0 'VndoE 


whose «n(a 
'■heEtoMs, 


m'MA’S. 


To frame, in nature’s earliest hour, 
The land, the sky, the flood : 

Yet didst not Thou disdain awhile 
An infant form to wear ; 

To bless Thy mother witli a smile. 
And lisp Tliy faltered prayer. 

But, in lliy Father's own abode, 
With Israel’s elders round, 

Conversing high with Israel’s God, 
Thy chiefest joy was found. 

So may our youth adore Tiiy name ! 
And, Sa%aour, deign to bless 

With fostering grace tlie timid flame 
Of early holiness ! 



irrvvs 


riRST i.u\Dn Amu rrirnANV 

o tl 

Gy cool Siloam* thadf nil 
Hfi« «if« iljc 111) gtovs> 

How the Ifcaih Lmeaili the hill 
1)f Shutonx tUs) rtne' 


Iji ' Ytieh the t) iW nhcKe culy (ett 
riie paths of |*eace hate Irod , 

Vi hose secret heart •nth mHuenee wet. 
Is uptrard drain) to God I 


C) cool biloams shady nil 
The hly nusi decay , 

The rose that blooms berealli thi hill 

Must shortly fade aray \ 

And soon too soon the sim^ 

Of man $ reaturer age f 

" "I- jm-er. 

And stont^ passions ra^ 

OTta,W»£..,ft„. 




//yjLvs. 


Whose years, wth changeless vnrhie crowned, 
Were all alike dmne ; 

Dependent on Thy bounteous breath, 

IVe seek Thy grace alone, 

In childhood, manhood, age. and death, 

To keep us .still Thine onn! 



SECOND SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 

Xo. I. 

O HAXD of bount}', largely spread, 

By whom our ever}' want is fed, 

Whate’er we touch, or taste, or see. 

We owe them all, O Lord ! to Thee ; 
The com, the oil, the purple n-ine, 

Are all Thy gifts, and only Tliine. 

The stream Thy word to nectar dyed. 
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The lire Id » > W s» n U pi ed 
The stonn> nd cht Rhdm n,, flood. 
That & 5 n a T hy man I tv. stood 
Ho neM the> ki*. v i h) vo ce d ' me 
\t)io oils the nere and oj 1) n int i 

Ttiou^ no no njort on cnrih »o trace 
Thy looute]^ of telestu! graci 
Obed enl to Thy Uord and vr II 
W e seek Thy da ly mercy sv!ll 
lb blessed beams around us sb ne 
And n ne ire are and only Ti nc I 
St 



//y.vAV. 


SECOND SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 
.Vo n. 

IvCARNWTi: Y'ord, r.ho, wont to d«el! 
fn ?owJy shape and cottage celt, 

Didst not refuse a guest to be, 

At Cana's poor festivity ; 

Oh, uhen our soul from care is fiec, 

TJicn, Sai’icur, may we tliink on Thee, 
-'Vnd. seated at the festal board, 

In fancy’s eye behold the Lord. 

Then may we seem, in fancy’s ear, 

Thy manna-dropping tongue to hear. 

And think, — Even now TJiy searching ga^e 
Each secret of our soul surveys ! 

So may such joy, chastised and pure, 
Beyond the bounds of earth endure ; 

Nor pleasure in the wounded mind 
Shall leave a rankling sting behind. 
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bLCONb SL^1>^Y AFTER 


V> III 

Wko 01 bcr Maler’s bosom 
The ne«-lwn earth was laid. 
And Natures opciuag blossom 
Its buest bloom dupbt\cd> 
w 



//yjLvs. 


^\^len all with fruit and flowers 
The laughing soil was drest, 
And Eden’s fragrant bowers 
Received their human guest ; 

No sin his face defiling, 

The heir of nature stood, 

And God, benignly smiling, 
Beheld tliat all was good. 

Yet in that liour of blessing, 

A single want was known, — 

A \vish tlie heart distressing, — 
For Adam was alone ! 

O God of pure affection ! 

By men and saints adored, 

YTio gavest Thy protection 
To Cana’s nuptial board ; 

May such Thy bounties ever 
To wedded love be shown. 

And no rude hand dissever 

Whom Thou hast linked in one 

sr 



FOLJiTII it<NDA\ after fcPlPHUN^ « 




Tme rnt'd* «i.ft »)o»l t>s o«.r ihe deep 
bach «3»c a waiery hill 
I ht Saviour « ikuiM from Uu sleep,— 
Uc kpa^e, and all vros still 


( omposrd bv Uw atfUiol Kboi m rrsM tomw (ix (Se U&v ot his brtrfhr'’ 


Thoinav Abo died ftUrd 97 


TIM origliwU ilb. eonUlne<3 tl*® ftrflo* W 


w bf a timha’a bier 

111 fatell topranr 

\ um>« cbel (he tear 
KrreuA'KAMMt there.'' 

I UfitflUUr roL i. p. <39.— Eorr 
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The madman in a tomb had made 
His mansion of despair : 

AVoe to the traveller who straj'cd 
With heedless footstep there ! 

Tire chains hung broken from his ann, 
Such strengtii can hell supplj-, 

And fiendish hate and fierce alarm 
Flashed from his hollow eye. 

He met that glance so thrilling sweet, 
He heard those accents mild, 

And, melting at Messiah’s feet. 

Wept hke a weaned child. 

Oh, madder than the raving man ' 

Oh, deafer than the sea ; 

How long the time since Christ began 
To call in vain on me? 

He called me when my thoughtless prime 
Was early ripe to iU ; 

I passed from folly on to crime, 

And yet He called me stilL 
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He caUed me m ibe of dread, 

'Vhen duJirasfuDinrw, 

I trembled on m f«cnsh bed, 

'"■i rose tosmanewi 

'ct COVlJ I I-,, 1,.^ 

•CM tiim upot again, 

As I ha\t heard of old 
His«andci..r to the fold 

^flaans«rer,:vm,>n,)cr 

Henen m) 

"hat blessed Igh, 




HYMNS. 


SEPTUAGESIMA SUNDAY. 

The God of GI013' walks His round 
From da)’ to day, from year to year, 

And warns us each with awful sound, 

“ No longer stand ye idle here ! 

“ Ye whose }’Oung cheeks are rosy bright, 

Wiose hands are strong, whose hearts are clear, 
Waste not of hope the morning light. 

Ah, fools ! why stand ye idle here ? 

Oh ! as the griefs ye would assuage 
That wait on life’s declining year, 

Secure a blessing for your age, 

And work your Maker’s business here. 

“ And ye whose locks of scanty grey 
Foretell your latest travail near. 


"°“''°"""”"».'km„b.ionct 

50.1 

op..5.TT,„H5„-, 
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»Tiose word, I V. ^ 

'■''•'"I .n 0.5 ''''°” 



//VMjVS. 



Presen-e it from tlie passing feet. 
And plunderers of the air ; 
The sultry sun’s intenser heat, 
And weeds of worldly care. 
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Didst not scorn a Virgin’s womb, 
Jesus, hear and save ! 

Strong Creator, Sa\iour mild. 
Humbled to a mortal child, 
Captive, beaten, bound, reviled, 
Jesus, hear and save ! 

Throned above celestial things. 
Borne aloft on angels’ wings, 

Lord of ‘lords and King of kings, 
Jesus, hear and save ! 



0 ? 



ffyjttvs 


Soon to come to earth again, 
Judge of angdi and of men, 
Hear us now. and hear us then, 
Jesus, hear and save I 


third SUNDAY m LENT 
‘O' Wore Th„, 



I/y3tA’S. 


Virgin-bom ! we bow before Thee ! 
Blesshd was the womb that bore Thee 1 
Mary, mother meek and mild, 

Blesshd was she in her Child I 



FOURTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 

O King of earth and air and sea ! 

The hungry ravens cry to Thee ; 

To Thee the scaly tribes that sweep 
The bosom of the boundless deep ; 

To Thee the lions roaring call. 

The common Father, kind to all ! 

Then grant Thy servants, Lord, we pray, 
Our daily bread from day to day. 

The fishes may for food complain. 

The ravens spread their wings in vain; 

7 — 2 
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And oh ! \Yhen through tlie nilds we roam 
That part us from our heavenly home ; 
When lost in danger, want, and uoe, 

Our faithless tears begin to flow , 

Do Thou Thy gracious comfort give, 

By wliich alone tlie soul may live , 

And grant Thy serv'ants, Lord, we pray, 
Tlie bread of life from day to day. 



FIFTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 

I 

O Thou whom neither time nor ^^ace 
Can circle in, — unseen, unknov^m, — 
Nor faith in boldest flight can tJace, 

Save through Thy Spirit and /Thy Son ! 

And Thou that from Thy b^ht abode. 
To us in mortal weakness shown. 
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Di<lst graft the manhood mlo God, 

Etcnul, Son I 

And Thuu whtxe unriwij from on 
I > comfort, light, ami late i$ hno %n f 
^V■ho with the haront IJcit) 

Urtad ‘'pint ait forettrone* 

Great Fir«tand last Thy blessinggitel 
And grant u faith Thy gift alone, 

To love aod praiK Thee %hxl* we live, 

And do trhotecT fhou wouUUt have donel 




SIXTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 

The Lord of might, from Sinafs brow. 
Gave forth His voice of thunder ; 
And Israel lay on earth below, 
Outstretched in fear and wonder. 
Beneath His feel was pitchy night, 
And, at His left hand and His right, 
The rocks were rent asunder ! 

The Lord of Love, on Calvary', 

A meek and suffering stranger, 
Upraised to heaven His languid eye, 
In Nature’s hour of danger. 

Tor us He bore the weight of woe. 

For us He gave His blood to flow, 

And met His Father’s anger. 

The Lord of Love, the Lord of Miglit, 
The King of all created. 

Shall back return 'to claim His right 
On clouds of glory seated; 

With trumpet-sound and angel-song, 
And hallelujahs loud and long 
O’er death and hell defeated ! 


t03 


GOOD FRIDU 


O MOKE than m rctlut whos<. bauntv gue 
Thy guiitles self to t the greed} grave I 
ttTiose heart was ten to paj Thy people a pnee 
The great H rnest at once and saenfice I 
Help Saif ot.t by Thy cross and cnnison stam 
Nor let Thy glor ous blood be epdt m ,ain 

When sm nth flowery garland hides her dan 
WTicn t)Tant ftwee would daunt the sinkmg heart, 
UH 



HYMNS. 


When fleshly lust assails, or worldly care, 

Or the soul flutters in tlie fowler’s snare, — 

Hdp,- Sa\iour, by Thy cross and crimson stain, 
Nor let Tliy glorious blood be spilt in vain i 

‘ And, chiefest then, when Nature yields the strife. 
And mortal darkness WTaps the gate of life ; 
^^Tien the poor spirit, from the tomb set free. 
Sinks at Thy feet and lifts its hope to Thee, — 
Help, Saviour, by Thy cross and crimson stain. 
Nor let Thy glorious blood be spilt in vain. 




//» U*A 


EAffn-R I>\Y 


God is gont up oith a meny noivs 
Of ai nts tlia* s og on 
Ills Jlis own ne,hl hand and Hb hoI> 

He hath won the \ictOfy' 

IstTw empty arc the courts of Death 
And crushed thy stin^ Despair , 

And roses lk>om tn the desert tomb, 
for Jesus hath been there ' 

And He bath tamed the strensth of Hella 
And dragged him through the sLy 
And optisc behind fits chanot wheel 
He hath bound Captivity 

God u gone up with a merry nov* 

Of saints that nog on h ^ 

^Vith His o*ti right hand and Ha holy arm 
He hath won the vtebuy I 
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FIFTH SUNDAY AF'I'FR EASTER, 

Lire nor Death shall us dissever 
From His love who reigns for ever : 
Will He fail us ? Never ! never ! 
YTien to Him we cry. 
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Sin Tnay seek to mate vs 
Futj pias on t«a os 
Doubt and Peat Jnd gnro Despair 
The r fangs against us try 

Cut Hi tn ght sha I still di-ftnd us 
And H s blessed Son befneod us, 

And His llol) Sj cit seed us 
Comfort ere we dte 

ASCENSION DAY VHP SUNDAY AFTER. 

'Sn Thou on my nght hand my bon sailh the Lord 
S t Thou on roy nght hand my bon I 
1 ill in (he fatal hour 
Of my wrath and my po« er 
Thy foes shall be a (Ootstool to T1 y throne. 

Trayst shall Imj made to Thec my Son saith the Laid 
“ Prayer shall Vc made to TTiw my Son ! 

From earth and air and st-i , 

And all that in them be 
IVh cli Thou for Th ne her Uge lust woa 
lOii 



HYMNS. 
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‘‘Dafly be Thou praised, my Son,- saith the Lord. 
Daily be Thou praised, my Son J 
And al] that live and mme. 

Let them bless TTiy Weeding love, 

*Ki tho W„k .h,d, 11, dooe.” 



••**»u-nuaY 
SmiT of Truth I on ,K ^ 

To n, k- ^y 

Thee for help ,eoy, 

TopudcusthrouEhih* ; 



ffyMArS. 


we mourn not that prophetic skill 
Is found on earth no more ] 
Enough for us to trace Thy will 
In Scripture’s sacred lore. 






We neither have nor seek the power 
111 demons to control ; 

But Thou, in dark temptation’s hour, 
Shalt chase them from the soul. 


No heavenly harpings soothe our ear, 
No mystic dreams we share ; 

Yet hope to feel Thy comfort near, 
And bless Thee in our prayer. 



JrrvKs 


A»d ioiowiEdge^pyj^^,^^ 

Do Thou Th, 

""‘'■“h.™h„opo,„„,Lo,el 




//yMJsrs. 


Cherubim and seraphim falling down before Thee, 

ITOch wert, and art, and evermore shalt be ! 

Holy, holy, holy ! though the darkness hide Thee, 
Though the eye of sinful man Thy glory may not see. 
Only Thou art holy, there is none beside Thee, 

Perfect in power, in love, and purity ! 

Hoi}’, hoi}’, holy. Lord God Almighty ! 

All Thy works shall praise Thy name m earth, and sky, 
and sea. 

Holy, holy, holy ! merciful and might}’ ! 

God in three Persons, blessed Trinity ! 



FIRST SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Xo. I. 

Roo-M for the proud ! Ye sons of clay. 
From far his sweeping pomp survey, 

Nor, rashly curious, clog the way 
His diariot-wheels before ! 
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Lo t with what scorn hts lofty ej-e 
Glances o’er age and i>orcrt>, 

And bu3s mtrudaig consacnce fly 
Tar from hu pa^mg 



-xtr: - 

. . ^ down the jtreeL 

'^opuTle lately 

Room for the proud! ^ 

And flmgmg w^e the dmadrm gatg 
That to ope no more ^ 



B’rjf/jvs. 


“Lo, here with us the seat,” they cry, 
“For him who mocked at poverty, 
And bade intruding conscience fly 
Far from his palace door.” 



FIRST SUNDAY AFl'ER TRINITY. 

No. U 

The feeble pulse, the gasping breath. 

The clenched teeth, the glazbd eye. 

Are these thy sting, thou dreadful Dcatli ? 
O Grave, are these thy victory ? 

The mourners by our parting bed, 

The nife, the children weeping nigh. 
The dismal pageant of the dead, — . 
These, these are not thy victory' ! 

But, from the much-loved world to part. 
Our lust untamed, our spirit high, 

AH nature stmggling at the heart, 

Yliich, dying, feels it dare not die ! ' 


us 
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To Ui a pni) d/t™ 

f pndc and pomp and luxury, 

“■'“"'"’Slxoodteagonj, 

°°"vo,a„d.h,.u,y„„„^, 

1,0 «c,e. 

pan, 

«»'Pve,ol,.U 


second sundav Am » 

^etdr trimxy 

EoRHi from thv (bA 

•-'I 

Eonh r„„ ,pe ,„„4 ,n ij ' 
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Long have ve roamed in want and pain, 
Long have we sought Thy rest in vain ; 
’Wildered in doubt, in darkness lost. 
Long have our souls been tempest-tost; 
Low at Thy feet our sins we lay, 

Turn not, O Lord, Thy guests away 1 



THIRD SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

There was joy in heaven ! 

There was joy in heaven ! 

When this goodly world to frame 
The Lord of might and mercy came ; 
Shouts of joy were heard on high, 

And the stars sang from, the skj' — 

“ Glory to God in heaven J ’’ 
iiv 




mv^s. 



Thfcfc ivy n histvcQ » 
t^bui tU. Hk»»^ hca»ing Assk, 

Sant arourHS the •trandcO ark. 

And il>e m t'uwv i>alt;r^ sjun 
*paLt f Dierr) hope: to roan. 

And fitace with Ood in Heaven, 

Theit was joy in heaven 
There was joy m heaven I 
HSlien fcf love the r\ dmgHj beam 
Dawned on the towers of Ret) ichem , 
Hod alon*. the eeb«n,^ hill 
»« 
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Angels sang — “ On earth goodmil, 
And glory in the heaven ! ” 

There is joy in heaven ! 

There is joy in heaven ! 

IVlren the sheep tliat went astray 
Turns again to virtue’s way; 

When the soul, by grace subdued, 
Sobs its prayer of gratitude, 

Then is there joy in heaven ! 



FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

I PRAISED the earth, in beauty seen 
With garlands gay of various green ; 

I praised the sea, whose ample field 

Shone glorious as a silver shield ; 
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And earth and ocean seemed to say 
Our beauties are bat for a day i 

1 praised the sun, whose chanot rotted 
On wheels of amber and of gold , 

1 praised the moon, whose softer eje 
Okamed sweetly through the summer slcy t 
And moon and sun m answer said, 

' Oux daj s of light are numbered I " 

0 God ' O Good beyond compare I 
If thus Thy meaner works are fair, 

If thus Thy bounues gild the span 
Of TULOed eardi and sinful man, 

How glorious must the mansion be 
I\’hefe Thy redeemed shall dwell with Theel 




less 


SEVLSTH SUVDW AFTER TRISHY 

HtN fpring uriocVj the flowers to paini the laoghms SO'** 
U}«i summtr’s balmy itiowcis refresh the mower** tod, 

Wen winter b nds lo frosty ehaim the fiJJuw and the flood, 
la God the earth njoicetb tulj, and owns her Maier good. 

birds that wake the mortimg, and Uiom: that love the shade, 
winds that sweep the irountiuii or lali ihe drowsy glade, 
sun that from his amber boww iijoireth oa his way, 
moon and sun, then Mastc.*, name .n slent pomp display 

Shall nun, the lord of atture, etpcclani of the sky 
Shall man, atone unthankful, hts Irttle praise deny? 


‘//> v\t 


TTien had the tribes all the«orid gone Dpihv pomp tos^ 
And glofj dwelt m,'hin ih) gates, and all thy «oru been free - 



“And who art thou that nnumest me ? ■ nphed the nan gtc^ 
“ And fear «t not ratlier that thyself way p'xise a castawaj ? 

1 am a dned and ab)cct branch my pbee is gnen to thee , 

But woe to e>eiy barren gian of thy wild ohre-iree I 

" Our day of grace is sunk m mgl.t. our time of mercy soent, 
For heavy was my chrtdrcn s crime, and strange the.r punisl. 

^ et gue not idly on our Cdl, hut, smner uawW be 

tVTio spared not His chosen seed may send lbs wrad, iheet 




From blcs^d Sion's holj lind, 
liy folly led, I camel" 

A\Tut m/rpn hand hath stript thee t>arc7 
Whose fury bid thee low?" — 

' Sir for roy footsteps twiBcd her snare. 
And death has dealt the Wow I" 



“ Can art no medirmc for ihy wound, 

Nor natore nrengih, supply?" 

“They saw me blccdmson the ground. 
And passed in silence by l" 

"Buhsufllretl unocotafonTiear 
Thy tenors to Tetnose ? •_ 


/fyvvs 


“Say, twth richer cnnison gloK^ 

The kmgly mande than the rose ? 
Say, have kings more wholesome lire 
Than we poor atizens of air? 

nor hoarded gram have we, 

Vet we carol memly 

Mortal, fly /rom doubt and sorrow 

God provadelh for the morrow I 

One there Jives whose guardian eye 
Guides our humble desbny, 

One there lives who. Lord of aU, 
Keeps our futhers K-st they fall 
Pass we bhthel), then, the time, 
Fearless of the snare and June, 

Free from doubt and CiithJess sorrow 
God provided! for the monowi- 



SIXTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 


Wake ! not, O mother ! sounds ol lamentation ! 
Weep not, O widow ! weep not hopelessly 1 
Strong is His arm, the Bnnger of Salvation, 

Strong is the Word of God to succour thee. 

Bear forth the cold corpse — slowly, slowlj' bear him 
Hide his pale features with the sable pall ; 

Chide not the sad one wildly weeping near him : 
Widowed and childless, she has lost her all ! 





hVV\S 


"Say, with ncher forbids our ivcepins? 
Tfce ^S*y ®Stt<yT has delayed’ 

Say, harc^g „ j^ad, bjt s’eepiflg 
Th»^ I -—-He spafc^ and was obeyed ! 

icn, O sad one 1 gnef to endtation , 

-rfiip and tail before 'Icssuh’s kneet 
atejng was His ann, ihe Bnagef of SaJraboo , 

Strong was tlieMord of God lo succour lice. 




NiKErrEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY 

Oh, West were the accents ofeariy aeation, 

IVbeu the Hard of Jehonab came down Irom above, 
in the ctods of the earth to tnlase aiutnaborv 
Vnd waVe tbeir cold atoms to hfe and to lore; 

And nu^ty the tones whidt the firmament reeded, ' 
VThea on wheels of the thunder and wings of the wtnd. 
By lightning and had and thick darUii-ss attended. 

He uttered on Euui Hu laws to mankind. 
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And sweet was the voice of the First-bom of Heaven 
(Though poor His apparel, though earthly His form) 

IHio said to the mourner, “ Thy sins are forgiven J ” 

“ Be whole ! ” to the sick, and “ Be stiU ! ” to the storm. 

O Judge of the world ! when, arrayed in Thy glory. 

Thy summons again shall be heard from on high, 

'V’l’hile Nature stands trembling and naked before Thee, 

And waits on Thy sentence to live or to die ; 

MTien the heaven shall fly fast from the sound of Thy thunder, 
And the sun in Thy lightnings grow languid and pale. 

And the sea jneld her dead, and the tomb cleave asunder. 
In the hour of Thy terrors, let mercy prevail ! 
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nVEVTV FIRST StNDU AFTER TRINTIY. 

T^E sound of «ai f la eaith and air 
The TOllcyiiig thuadm roll 
Th«r fiery daxu the Cervds prepare. 

And dig toe pi and spread t>e snare 
Against the Oinstuss sooL 
The tytanfs swoid, the rack, the fiaree. 

The sccrpct’s seipent loac. 

Of b«t« doubt the hathM ajn, 

AS, aS conspire hu heart to tame 
ia» 



m'MiVs. 


Force, fraud, and hellish fires assail 
The rivets of his heavenly mail. 

Amidst his foes alone. 

Gods of the world ! ye warrior host 
Of darkness and of air ! 

In vain is all your impious boast, 

In vain each missile lightning tost, 

In vain the tempter’s snare ! 

Though fast and far your arrows fly. 
Though mortal nen-e and bone 
Shrink in convulsive agony. 

The Christian can your rage defy : 
Towers o’er his head Salvation’s crest. 
Faith like a buckler guards his breast, — 
Undaunted, though alone. 

’T is past ! 't is o’er ! m foul defeat 
The demon hosts are fled ! 

Before the Saviour’s mercy-seat 
(His livelong work of faith complete) 
Their conqueror bends his head. 
"The spoils Thyself hast gainhd, Lord, 

I lay before Thy throne : 
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Xliou wert my liodc, ny SLicJJ, ny S«ord, 
My trust im tn Thy same acd '' ord , 
’T»'is lii Thy **ren^ my heart *as StroJ^ i 
Th) Spint went «itS mtne alaitg. 

How was I, then alore?” 



■m'EVn SECOND SUNDW ArrER TIUNTrY 

O God f my «m* toaoJ^U —agatast ny We they ay> 

And aU my guiUy dtcds foregone «p to Thy icmfle fly 

ilt Thou release my Dcmhliog soul, that to d«piir is dnren? 
•‘FofgivePaUmsW voice replied, "and thou shaltbe fotgivea** 

My foemea, Lord, are fierce and fell, they spam roe ui their 
pndo. 

They render evd for raygood, my paDcnce lh»y dende, 
ADse, O KiO^ and be tbe ^oud to nghteous turn dnven 1 
Foigi> t ! ” an awful answer came, “ ** rhou wouldst be for 

^ m 



IfYJTXS. 



Seven times, O Lord, I pardoned them, seven times they 
sinned again ; 

They practise gtill to work me woe, they triumph in mj'- pain; 
But let them dread my vengeance .now, to just resentment 
driven I 

“Forgive ! ” the voice of thunder spake, ‘'or never be forgiven !’’ 
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TWENTV THIRD SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY 

From foes ihal would ihc land devour , 

From guilty pndt. and lost of power, 

From wild sednons IswIlss hour. 

From yoke of slavery , 

From hlmded zeal \>y faction led , 

Frorogidd) changed) fcincybred, 

Froni po sonous tirer’s serpent head. 

Good Lord, preserve us Creel 

Defend OGod nith guardian hand 
The laws and ruler of our land 
And grant our Cburch Tby ^ace to stand 
In faith and uruiy 
The Spirit s help of Thee «e crave 
That Thou whose blood was shed to sasc, 
Mayest at Thy second coroln^, have 
\ flock to welcome The 



//yjnvs. 


TWENTY-FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

To conquer and to save, the Son of God 
Came to His in great humility, 

wont to ride on cherub wings abroad. 

And roimd Him wrap the mantle of the sky. 

The mountains bent their necks to form His road ; 

The clouds dropt down their fatness from on high ; 
Beneath His feet the tvild waves softly flowed, 

And the tvinds kissed His garment tremblingly. 

The Grave unbolted half his grisly door 
(For darkness and the deep had heard His fame> 

Nor longer might their ancient rule endure) ; 

The mightiest of mankind stood hushed and tame : 

And trooping on strong wing. His angels came 
To work His will, and kingdom to secure : 

No strength He needed save His Father’s name ; 

Babes were His heralds, and His friends the poor I 




//fV\S 


rOR ST JAMES S PAY 

Though sorrows me, and dangers roU 
Jb wa%es of darkness otr ray soul, 
rhoUjjb fhend> arc lalse and love decays, 
And few and e'll are my days, 
rhou{,h consaence fiercest of my foes, 
Shells with remembered gwJt my woes, 

\ «t ev 0 m nature s utmost ill, 

I love Thee la)rd t 1 lose Thee tt3J I 

rhougb S oai s curse in thunder dread, 
peals ocr mme uD;rotectcd head, 

And iDumory points wnb t>u»> pain, 

To grace and mercy given in vain, 

■nil nature 8hnnkin„ id the stnfp, 
ttould fly to bell to scape fiom life 
Though evtiy thought has (louer to kiU, 
1 love Thee, Lord! I love Thee stiU I 

Oh ! by the pangs Thjaelf hast borne, 
The niffian s blow, the tyrant s scorn 
By Sinai t curse, whose dreadful doom 
Uas buned w Thy guiltless tomb , 

183 



i/yA/ivs. 



MICHAEL.MAS DAY. 


O Captain of God’s host, whose dreadful might 
Led forth to war the armed seraphim, 

And from the starry height, 

Subdued in burning fight. 

Cast down that ancient dragon dark and grim 1 
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■Thine angels. OatU I we bod m solemn bj-s, 
Our cider hrethren oT the oj-stal ikft 
\\ho 'mid Th> glory's Waie 
The (xaseltfss anthem ruse. 

And gird Th> Throne m tulhful njiflistiy 



^\e celebrate iheir I<we who«e iienless wiPg 
Hath left for us «o oft their mansion high. 

The mercies of iheir King 
To moTtal sawts to bring, 
j lard the couch of slumbering m&ncy 

"hec the Tirst and Last, we glonfy, 

^ Th) vodd was sunk in death anfl sm. 
The ruffis . 

Thine bierarcliy 
By Sinai * , . 

■' *S of the sky, 

X asbuned_ 

Thine oim arm the battle ma , 

IW 
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Alone didst pass the dark and dismal shore, 
Alone didst tread the mnepress, and alone, 

All glorious in Thy gore. 

Didst h’ght and life restore 
To us who lay in darkness and undone. 

Therefore, with angels and archangels we 
To Thy dear love our thankful chorus raise, 

And tune our songs to Thee 
^Vho art, and art to be, 

And, endless as Thy mercies, sound Thy praise ! 







mv\5 


IN TBIES OF DISTRESS AND D UIGER- 

0 God Hut madest caJth and sky, the dukness aod day* 
(/ive ear to th s Thy fonHljr, and help us when «c pray. 

For wide the naves ol bittcmoss around our sesscl roar 
\nd heavy gro^ra the pdol s heart to new the rocky shore. 

The cross our Master t>ore fot for H/ia rre lua worrld bear 
Dm mortal strength to weakness turns and courage to despair 
rhen mercy on our Culmgs, Lord I our sinking faith renew / 
\nd when Thy sorrows tns t us ob I send Thy patience too 



BEFORE A COLLECTION MADE FOR THE SOCIETY 
FOR THE propagation OP THF GOSPEI.‘ 
From Greenland s icy mounmins 
From Indus coral stnnd 

I rir5t»DneinS'r«hamCr«idi NcrUi W»!ci _Eorr 
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'\’\Tiere Afric’s sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden sand j 
From many an ancient river. 
From many a palmy plain, 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error’s chain. 


\VIrat though the spicy breezes 
Blow soft o’er Ceylon’s isle, 
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Though evciy prospect pleases, 
And onl> man is vile^ 

Ifi vain with lansh kindness 
The gifts of God are strown, 
The heathen m his blindness 
Bows donn to wood and stone I 


Can sie, whose souls are lighted 
'Vitli wisdom froni on high. 
Can wc to men benighted 
The lamp of hfc deny? 
Sah-auon' oh. Salvation I 

The joyful sound procUim, 
Tm each remotest nation 

««'««nwd Mesaah’snamel 


al^ waft, ye 

Andyon,yc*«ers.rolL 

lie a sea or gie^ 
Jr'"’ pole, 


IM 






BEFORE THE SACRAME.VT. 

Bread of the world, in mercy broken ! 

Wine of the soul, in mercy shed 1 
By whom the words of life were spoken, 
And in whose death our sins are dead ; 

Look on the heart by sorrow broken, 
Look on the tears by sinners shed, 

And be Thy feast to us the token 
That by Thy grace our souls are fed I 

ETONING mnsiN. 

God, that madest earth and heaven, 
Darkness and light j 
for the day for toil hast given, 
Forrest the night; 
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iivjavs 


May Thme angel guards defend us, 
Slumber sueet Hiy mercy send us. 
Holy dreams and hopes attend u% 
"nils livelong night t 



AT A rUNERAL 


Is equal wanuog given , 


“"'““'■''■farnEon, ' 


Ourselves 


““y be as Oiey 

PMsiiy breeze 


He IuAslne^--,ylIj,„^ 



Each season has its o\rn disease, 

Its peril every hour. 

Our eyes have seen the rosy light 
Of youth’s soft cheek decay, 

And Pate descend in sudden night 
On manhood’s middle day; 






jirvvs. 


Oui eyes have seen the steps of 
Halt feebly iVards the tomb ! 

And yet shall earth our hearts engage, 

And dreams of days to coroe? 

Turn, mortal, turn • thy danger know , 
t\’hetc’er ihy foot can tread 
The earth nngs hoUw bom below, 

And warns thee of her dead J 

Turn, Chnstian, turn I thy soul apply 
To troths divinely given , 

The bones that underneath thee be. 

Shell Use fot heU ot heaven. 

AN INTROIT, TO BE SUNG BETW'EEV THE UTANV 
AND COMMUNION SERVICE. 

O MOST menaf j1 i 
O most 

God the Father Almighty 1 
By the Itedeeoer'i 
Sweet intetcesuofi 
Hvar u*. help uv when wt cry 1 
)«a 
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ON RECOVERY FROM SICKNESS. 

O Saviour of the faithful dead, 

With whom Thy sen’ants dwell, 
Though cold and green the tmf is spread 
Above their narrow cell, — 

No more we ding to mortal clay, 

We doubt and fear no more, 

Nor shrink to tread the darksome way 
Which Thou hast trod before. 

Twas hard from those I loved to go, 
YTio knell around my bed, 

Y^ose tears bedewed my burning brow, 
YTiose arms upheld my head J 

As, fading from my dmy view, 

I sought their forms in vain, 

The bitterness of death I knew. 

And groaned to live again. 

’T was dreadful when the accuser’s power 
Assailed my sinking heart. 

Recounting every wasted hour, 

And each unworthy part 
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Bjt Jc«us t ID dut mortal fraf, 

Th) comfort stole, 

Like sunsliinc in a stormy day, 

Aaoss my dailLenod souL 

^Vhen soon or bte this fvcWe breath 
Ko more to Thee shall pray. 

Support me through the vale of dtath, 
And in the darksome 

V»h«B clothed in fleshly rreeds agaio, 

I wait Th> dread decree, 

Judge of the world I beihinh Thee then 
That Tliou hast died for me. 



AT A FUNERAL.' 


Thou art gone to the grav'e ! but we will not deplore thee/ 
Though sorrows and darkness encompass the tomb ; 

Thy Saviour has passed through its portal before thee, 

And the lamp of His love is thy guide through the gloom I 


1 Wntten short!} tifter the loss of the author’s infant, and then only chfld. — 
5>eG Heber's Zryi’. 
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Thou art gone to the grave ' we no Jonger behold thee, 

Nor tread the rough path of the world by thy side, 

But the wide arms of Mercy are spread to enfold thee. 

And sinners may die, for the bisuso has died I 

Tliou art gone to the prave * and, its mansion forsaloDg, 
Perchante thy weak spmt in fear lingered long 
But the mild rays of Paradi,c beamed on thy waking, 

And the sound nhich thou heardst was the seraphim’s song 

Thou art gone to the gra%e ' but we mil not deplore thee, 
IVhose God was thy fbinsom thy Guardian, nnd Guide , 

He gate thee. He took tbee, and He will restore thee, 

And death has no sting for the Saviour has died I 



FRACr^IENT OF A POEM 

OV THE 

WORLD BEFORE THE FLOOD. 


Tlie sons of God saw the daughters of men that they uerc fair. 

— <?«?. vi. s. 



TITE nORLD SErORE THC FLOOD 


Tho'5e Te\ercnd features mth a daA-cr stade), 

Of saintly seeming — j et no saintlj mood. 

No heavenward mt sing fixed that stcadCist eje, 

Gods enemy and tyrant of mankind 
To whom that demon herald from the wmg 
Ahjjhting spake “ Thus saith the ptmee of air, 
IVhose star flames brightest m the van ofiught, 
Wiom gods and heroes worship ill who sweep 
On sounding wmg the arrh ot nether heaven, 

Or walk ut mail the canh — Thy prayers are heard, 
And the nch fngranct of thy sacrifice 
Hath sot been wafted on the winds in vam. 

Have I not seen thy child that she >s &ir? 

Give me thme Ada, thy belov^ one 

And she shall be my queen and from her womb 

Shall giants spring to rule the seed of Cam, 

And s : on Jared s throne ITjcn Jared rose, 

And spread Ins haad> before the Evil Power 
And lifted up his vmce and laughed for joy 
Saj to my Lnrd, thus saith the king of men — 
Thou art my god —thy serrant I —my child 
Is as thme handmaid 1— Nay abide awhile 
To taste the banquet of an earthly hall 
And leave behind thy blessii^ ■ But, m mist, 
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THE WORLD BEFORE THE FLOOD 


And like a 'vision from a wakened man, 

The cloudy messenger dissolved away, 

There melting where the moonbeam brightest fell. 

Then Jared turned, and from the turret top 
Called on his daughter, — “ Haste, my beautiful ! 

Mine Ada, my belovhd ! bind with flowers 
Thy coal-black hair, and heap the sacred pile 
With freshest odours, and provoke the dance 
With harp and gilded organ, for this night 
We have found favour in immortal eyes, 

And the great gods have blessed us.” Thus he spake. 
Nor spake unheeded : in the ample hall 
His daughter heard, where, by the cedar fire, 

Amidst her maidens, o’er the ivory loom 

She passed the threads of gold. They hushed the song 

MTiidi, wafted on the fragr.ant breeze of night, 

Swept o’er the city like tlie ringdove’s call ; 

And forth with all her damsels Ada came, 

As ’mid tlie stars the silver-m.antled moon. 

In stature thus and form pre-eminent. 

Fairest of mortal maids. Her fatlier saw 
That perfect comeliness, and his proud heart 
In purer bliss e.\*panded. Ixing he gazed, 

Kor wonder deemed that such should v.ln the lo''e 
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TY/C I! QkLD nrrOK& THE FLOOD 


Of genius or of angel i sudi tl*c cheek 
Glossy with iiurjilu youth, such the large eye, 

MTiosc broad black fuinror. IhiWigli jU silken fringe, 
Ghstened with softer bnghtiics^ as a star 
That tuj.hUy twinkles oer a moJOtain well , 

Sut-h the long locks, whose risen mantle fell 
Athwart her ivory shoulders, and oerspread 
Down to the heel her rument's ftJroy Cold 
&he, bending first m occkncs^, rost to nCet 
Her sin s embrace, than him alone less tall, 

^Vhom, since pnmeval Caw Uie sons of men 
Beheld uanvalUd then, wnb rosy sraDe, 

"UTiat seeks,” shv said, “my father? Why remain 
On thy lone toner, when from the odorout hearth 
The sparkles nsc wjihin, and Adas hand 
Hath decked thy banquet?" But the king replied, — 
“ O Ciirest, happiest, best of mortal maids I 
My prayer is heard, and from yon western star 
Its lord hath looked upon thee as I sate 
'Valuing the heaven^ a heavenly spmt came 
FtoraVim whom chiefcst of the host of heaven 
Our fafheis honoured, — whom vre nightly sene 
(Since first Jehovah scorned such saenfic-e) 

With franioncense and flower* and oil sM com. 



THE WORLD BEFORE THE FLOOD. 


Our bloodless oSenng; him whose secret strength 

Hath, girded us to war, and given the world 

To bow beneath our sceptre. He hath seen 

My child that she is fair, and from her womb 

Shall giants spring to rule the seed of Cain, 

And sit on Jared’s throne. What, silent ! — nay. 

Kneel not to me ; in loud thanksgiving kneel 

To him whose choice Now by the glorious stars 

She weeps, she tons away 1 Unhappy child J 

And lingers yet tliy mother’s boding lore 

So deeply in thy soul ? Curse on the hour 

That ever Jared bore a bride away 

£ 

From western Eden ! Have I trained thy youth 
Untouched by mortal love, by mortal eyes 
Seen and adored far off, and in the shrine 
Of solemn majesty reserved a {lower 
Of guarded Paradise, whom men should praise. 

But angels only gather ? Have I toiled 
- To swell thy greatness, till our brazen chain 
From farthest Ararat to ocean’s stream 
Hath bound the nations ? And when all my 
At length arc crorvned, and hea\'’n rvith earth conspires 
To jield thee worship, dost thou then rebel, 

And hate thy happiness ? Bethink thee, maid, 
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rnc MORLD BKFORC TIIE tLOOD 


Ere j et Ihine answer not to be recsalled. 

Hath passed those isoiy ^tes— betlunk. thee welL 
WTio shall recouiit the blessings which our gods 
Have nchly lavished on tl e setd of Cam? 

And who if stung by thinc ingrUKodc, 

Can meet their vengeance ? Then the nuiden rose, 
And folding on her breast her IV015 arras, 

“Father she said, thou deem st ih> warnor gods 
Ar“ mighty — One above 15 mightier 
Name Hun they trembk Kind thou callst them^ 
Lavuh of blessings. Is that blessedness 
To tin wiib them? to hold a hideout rule, 

\Satered with widows tears and blood of men, 

Oer those who curse our name? Thy bands went forth, 
And brought back captives from the palm) side 
Of tar Euphrates One thou gavest me, 

A woman for mine handmaid, I have heard 
Her mournful songs as m the strangers land 
She wept and plied the loom I questioned her 
Oh whata tale she told ' And are the) good, 

gods w^tNSJ'otk these are? They are not good — 
And if not goo^Vot ^ But tlicre is One 
1 know I fcel a gXod, a Holy One. 

1^0 God who fills M heart whiJi with glad tears, 
lO) 



THE WORLD BEFORE THE -FLOOD. 


I think upon my mother 5 when I strive 
To be like her, like her to soothe thy cares 
With perfect tenderness. O father, king, 

Most honoured, most beloved ! than Him alone 
IVho gives us all less worshipped ! at thy feet 
I lowly cast me down ; I clasp thy knees, 

And, in her name who most of womankind 

Thy soul hath blessbd, by whose bed of death 

In short-lived penitence thy sorrow vowed 

To serve her God alone, — forgive me now 

If I resemble her ! But in fierce ttTath 

The king replied, — “ And knowest thou not, weak girl, 

Thy God hath cast us off? hatli scorned of old 

Our fatliers’ offering, driven us from His face. 

And marked us for destruction ? Can thy prayer 
Pierce through the curse of Cain — thy duty please 
That terrible One, whose angels are not free 
From sin before Him ?” Tlien tlie maiden spake; 
“Alas! I know mine own umvorthiness. 

Our hapless race I know. Yet God is good ; 

Yet is He merciful : the sire of Cain 
Forgiveness found, and Cain himself, though steeped 
In brothers blood, liad found it, if his pride 
Hath not disdained the needful s.acrifice, 
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THE WOPID BCFOhB TIIL FLOOD 


And nimed to other masters; Ove shall be. 

In after times, my mother wont to tcW. 

Whose blood shall help the guilty UTien tny soul 
Is sick to death this comfort hngen here 
This hope survives wrthui roe for Hu sake 
IVTiose name I know not, God will hear niv prajer, 

And though He sby me I w U trust in Him-"’ 

Here Ada ceased for from her father's e)e 

The fire flashed fast and oo hu curlinj Jip 

The white foam trembled Cone he coed all gone I 

My heart s destre the Jaboar of Oty ) out h 

Mine ages sebcc gooet Degenerate child, 

Enemy of our gods, chief cniiny 

To tl me own glory I wbat lorb d» ro> foot 

To spurn thy Iifi. out or th s dreadful hand 

To cast thee from the toner a saenlice 

To those nhom thou bast scorned ? Accursed be thou 

Of Him thou seeker in vain I aciuxsld He 

IVhosc hated norship hath enbeed thy feet 

From the bngnt altars of the hos ol heaven I 

1 curse Him — mark me neU — I curse Hid Ada ’ 

And lo I lie smiteth not ! But Ada bon ed 
Her head to earth, and hid 1 cr face and ncpt 
'w of , raytr Yea cr ed U ^ king 
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THE WORLD BEFORE THE FLOOD. 


“ Yea, let Him smite me now, for what hath life 
Left worth tlie keeping ? Yet, I thank the stars, 
Vengeance may yet be mine ! Look up and hear 
Thy monarch, not thy father ' Till this hour 
I have spared thy mother’s people , they have prayed 
And hjTnned, and have blasphemed the prince of air 
And, as thou saidest, they have cursed my reign, 

And I have spared them ! But no longer — ^no ! 
Thyself hast lit the fire, nor Lucifer 
Shall longer tax ray sword for tardy zeal, 

. And thou shall live to see it ! ” From his path 
He spumed his prostrate child, and groaning, vTapt 
The mantle round his face, and passed away 
Unheard of her whom, stretched in seeming death, 
Her maidens tended. Oh that in this hour 
Her soul had fled indeed, nor waked again 
To keener suffering ! Yet shall man refuse 
The bitter cup whose dregs are blessedness ? 

Or shall we hate the friendly hand which guides 
To nobler triumph through severer woe ? 

Thus Ada raimnured, thus within her spake 
(In answer to such impious murmurings) 

A spirit not her own. Stretched on her couch 
She silent Lay. The maidens had retired. 


mi nORLP BFtORE THE FLOOD 


Observant of her rest Hu nurse alone, 

Shak:ng and muttencg with a parent's fear. 

Knelt by her side, and vrat«.fted her painful breath. 

And the mid horror of her fiiid c>c, 

And longed to hear her voire “ Peninnah * thou ' 

My mother, is a iboa ? the princess cned , 

And that old •tiotnan kissed bet fvei and vrept 
In rapturous fondness. * Oh, my child 1 my child 1 
The bleuing of th> mother h might) God 
Rest on thine mn<?cent head, and 'quite thy loie 
For those kuid accents. /Ml, my loiely one, 

All may be n ell Tby father dotes on thee , 

And, when his wrath is spent, hts love, be sore, 
ill grant thee all thy mil Oh, lamps of heaven I 
Can } e behold her thus nor pay her ? 

Is this your lose, ye gods?”—" Name not the gods," 
The princess cned, “the wretched gods of Cam 
My mother's God be mine , they are no gods 
Whose Peshly fancy doats on mortal day, 

Whose love 13 tuia • ThmLest ihou this night 
1 have first witlHtood fheir tempting ?— first have proved 
Their utter » eakness ? " — « Have the angels, then. 
Visited thee of old ? " the nurse inquired, 

“ Or hath thy father told thee of their love. 
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And thou hast kept it from me ? ” As she spake, 

A bright and bitter glance of lofty scorn 
Shot from the virgin's c’es. A mantling blush 
Of hallowed courage darkened on her cheek ; 

She waved her amr as one whose kingly state 
Repels intrusion from his privacy, 

And answered, uith a calm but painful smile : 

‘ They are beside us now ! Nay, quake not thus, — 

I fear them not; yet they are terrible; 

But they are past — resist them and they flee, 

And all is peace again ; yet have I groaned 
Beneath such visitation, till my faith 
In Him I serve hath almost passed awaj\” 

With that she rose, and impt in silent thought, 
Gazed through the portal long, — then paced auhile 
The marble pavement, now from side to side 
Tossing her restless arms, now clasping close 
Her hands in supplication, lifting nov,- 
Her eloquent eyes to heaven. — then sought again 
Her lowly coudi, and, by the nurse's side, 

Resumed tlie tvondrous tale. “ O friend,” she cried, 
“ /Vnd only mother now, yon silver moon 
Has twentj* times renewed her course in heaven, 
Since, as my bosom o'er its girlish zone 
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A roj-al bridegroom ? Strange to me, thy uords 
Sunk in my soul, and busy fancy strove 
To picture forth that unknown \dsitant, 

His form and bearing, hfusing thus, and lost 
In troubled contemplation, o'er my soul 
A heavy slumber fell , I sank not dorni ; 

I saw. I heard, I moved ; the spell was laid 
Within me, and from forth my secret heart 
A stranger’s accents came • ‘ O blessed maid ! 
Most be.autiful, most honoured ! not for thee 
Be mortal marriage, nor the feeble love 
Of those whose beauty is a morning dream, 
Wiose age a shadow. ^Miat is man, whose day, 
In tlie poor circuit of a thousand years. 

Reverts again to dust ? Thee, m.aiden ! thee 
The gods have seen ; the never-dying st.-irs 
Gaze on thy loveliness, .and thou shalt rcigi 
A new Astartc. Bind thy flowing hair, 

Brace on thy .sandals, seek the m}Ttle grove 
West of the city, and the c.ivcm well. 

Whose dear black waters from their silent .sjiring 
Ripple with cc.asclcss stir ; thy lover there 
Waits thee in secret, and thy soul shall leam 
d'hc rapture.s of .a god ! But cast away 
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Tliat peevj^ bsaWe Thidi thy taother gave. 

Her fiated ulisman.* That word recalled 
My straggling sen»es, and her dying prijer 
Passed tlirough my soul like fire the tempter lUl 
Abashed before it and a living voice 
Of most true consolation oer me came 
\or love nor fear (hem, Ada , love not them 
Who bate thy nioehei's memory , fear not them 
tVho fear thy mother’s Cod, for (his she pve, 
Prophetic of this hour, that graven gold, 

Which bears the title of the Eternal One, 

And bind* thee to His service guard it tvcll, 

And guard (he faith H teaches— safer so, 

Than girt around bv bnuen waJU and gates 
Of sevenfold cedar' Sincethat hour, ttiy heart 
Hath kept its covenaDt, nor shrunk beneath 
The spints of evil yet, not so repelled, 

They tratch m my wall^ spy out my ways, 
And still »nth l^ightly whispers vex my soul, 

To seek the myrtle thicket Bolder now 
They speak of du^— of a Cither’s will. 

Now first unkind— a Esther^ fcingly power, 
Tremendous when to^iosed. My God, they say, 
tid' me mere lay will Heguard 
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A rebel daughter ? Wiser to comply, 

Ere force compels me to my happiness, 

And to my lover }Tield that sacrifice 

Which else my foe may seize. O God ! great God 1 

Of whom I am, and whom I serve alone, 

Be Thou my strength in weakness — Thou m)' guide, 
And save me from this horn ! ” Tims, as she spake, 
With naked feet and silent, in the cloud 
Of a long mantle UTapt, as one who shuns 
The busy eyes and babbling tongues of men, 

A warrior entered ; — o’er his helm 
Tlie casque was drawn 
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Whom gemus, moody guide I has led astray, 

And pride has mocked, and want with chilling fears, 
Quenched of each jouthfiil hope the timid ray , 

\et eiv'i no' the great, >cteQvj not the gay! 

II 

Say, can the tilken bed refreshment bnng, 

When from the restlesi spirit sleep retires, 

Or, the sharp f<.ver of the serpent's stin^, 

Pains it Usa shrcndly for his burnished spires? 

Oh TTonhlets ts the bliss the norld admires, 

And helpless nhom the vulgar mightiest deem , 
Tasteless fruition, impotent desues 
Pomp, pleasure, pnde, how valueless je seem 
tVhen the poor soul aimkcs, and finds its life a dream I 

III 

And those, if suc^ may ponder o'er my song, 

Whose light heW bounds to pleasure's minstrelsy. 
To whom the fairy^eolms of lovv belong. 

And the gay motJiof joui^ptuspenty 
Dance in thy sunshine aai obscure thine eye , 
of canhiy good the gilded sna-w, 

« kw bM» mlh ttvety. 
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And friendship's hollow smiles thy wreck prepare ! 
Alas 1 that demon forms should boast a mask so fair I 

IV. 

See’st thou j'on fiutterer in the summer sky, 

Wild as thy glance and graceful as thy form ? 

Yet, lady, know, yon beauteous butterfly 
Is parent of the loathsome canker-worm, 
lATiose restless tooth, worse than December’s storm. 
Shall mar thy woodbine bower with greedy rage. — 
Fair was her face as thme, her heart as warm, 
Wtcif? sstiqse isarks my simyie psgs ; 

Yet luckless youth was hers, and sorrowful old age ! 


V. 

'T was merr}'’ in the streets of Carduel, 

Ylien Pentecost renewed her festive call. 

And the loud trumpet’s clang and louder bell 
The moss-grown abbey shook and bannered wall 
And still, from bower to mass, from mass to hall, 
A sea of heads throughout the cit}' flowed ; 

And, robed in fur, in purple, and in pall, , 
Of knights and dames the gaudy pageant yode, 

.“^nd conquering Arthur last and young Ganora rod, 
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VI 

Still as thcj passed, from many a scaffold lugl^ 

And uindon- lattice scattered roses flew, 

And maidens, leaning from the balcony, 

Bent their white iu.ck> the strangci’ bride to view, 
AVliom that same mom, or ere the sparklmg dt" 

Had from his citys htrb-slrewn pavement fled, 

A viUagc maul, who rank nor splendour knew. 

To Mary’s aisK the conqueror > luod had led, 

To deck her monarch s throne, to bless her monarch’s bed. 


Sll 


IVho then sras jo)fut bui the Lognan king? 

Not that his hand a fivefold sceptn. bore,* 
Not that the Scanduyi nven's robber wing 


Stooped to Ills dra^n banner, and the shore 
Of peopled Gallia, and where ocean hoar 


Girds with his silver nn^ the island green 
Of saints and heroes , '^t that paynim gore 
Clung to his blade, and, fitst in danger seen, 

In manj a forward fight hi^ golden shield had been 


. 1. ^ ” • — -“loriw Sii- Ttiomn* Milory reipieU 1° 

IleeomucrcdTKUnl Fmn^ 
i ana Has vlciorfoyOtii kymhI cnknliUani against iha 
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VIII. 

Nor irarrior fame it was, nor kingly state 
That swelled his heart, tliough in that thoughtful eye 
And brow that might not, even in mirth, abate 
Its regal care and wonted majesty. 

Unlike to love, a sometliing seemed to lie ; 

Yet love’s ascendant planet ruled the hour. 

And as he gazed with lover’s ecstacy 
And blended pride upon that beauteous flower. 

Could fame, could empire vie with such a paramour ? 


IX. 

For many a melting eye of deepest blue. 

And many a form of goodliest mould were there. 
And ivoiy necks and lips of coral hue. 

And many an auburn braid of glossy hair. 

But ill might all those gorgeous dames compare 
With her in flowers and bridal white arrayed ; 

Was none so stately form nor face so fair 


Saracens, nianj' of whom he forcibly comcrted to Christianit}'- Ho instituted 
the Order of the Round Table, made by Merlin, "in tol^n of the roundness 0 ! 
the world." — Hist of Prince Arlhur, farts, 50. 

Traditionaiy traces of King Arthur, the loves of his Queen Guenever (or 
Ganore) and Sir Lancelot, with the adventures of the Knights of the Round 
Table, are still to bo found in Wales and in parts of Sliropshire. 
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As hers, whose eyes as raoamfiil or aihiid 

\V ere b g with heavy tear^ the trembling village maid. 


\et ivhoso list her dark and luad eye. 

And the pure wipiess of hw cheek to read, 
Might wntten mark m natures registry, 

That this fair rustic was not such indeed, 

But high bom odspnng of stHoe ancient seed 
And sooth, she nas the heir ofCarmehde, 

And old Ladugans blood, whose dmng deed 
^Vith rebel gore Lancascnait meadows d)ed, 

Or eer that Uthei's son bis mighotr aid soppbed 


XI. 


But when the murdViiB Rycncc * archer band 
XVith broad destru^on swept the Ribble side 
Ladugan forth from that devoted land 
Hts daughter sent a filing bidie to b de 
XVhere Defweot s looOy muror dark and wide 


Reflects ihe dappled heaven and purple steep 
Wonoaica ihere, woCTri m d rnidcsoied, 

1 Ki^eof 

'V 
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Till fate compelled her from her tended sheep, 

In Arthur’s kingly bower to wear a cronm, and we^P- 

XU. 

There are who teach such crj’stal drops express 
(So near is each extreme of joy or woe) 

Alike the burst of painful happiness, 

And the still smart of misery’s inn-ard throe. 

From man’s perturbed soul alike they flow, 

IVhere bitter doubt and recollected sorrow 
Blend with the cup of bliss.^ and none can kmotf 
From human grief how short a space to borrow, 

Or how the fairest eve may bring the darkest mon'on'. 

xrii. 

Say, fared it thus with young Ganore’s heart ? 

Did hope, did Hymen call the rapturous tear? 

Or mourned perchance the village maid to part 
From all the humble joys her heart held dear? 

And, turning from that kingly front severe, 

Roamed her sad memory o’er each milder grace 
Of him, her earliest love, the forestere? 

Ah, lost for ever now ! yet sweet to trace 

The silver studded horn, green garb, and beardles? ihce. 
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xw 

The chanted anthem's Jica>en-asati>ding sound 
Her spirit mosed not with its sacred swell , 
And all m lain, frtnn twewy steeples round 
Crashed with sonorous dm the festire bcU, 
Upon her tranced car m \-ain it fell I 
As little marked she that the monarch's tongue 
M ould oft of love m courtlj nhisper tell , 
While from the castle bridge a minstrel throng 
To many a gilded harp attuned the nuptial song 


XV 

‘Ah I see," — 'tvas thus began the lovely lay,— 
“The «amor god hath laid his armour by. 
And doft his deadly sword, awhile to play 
In tlic dark radiaace of Dione% eye. 

Snared ra her raven locks behold him te. 
And on her lap hLldre-tdAil head reclined 
May every knigu juch silken fetters try, 
Such mutual band^tnayerety lady bind I 
How West the »oldjei»s life if love were always 
Uo 
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XVI. 

“ O goddess of the soul-entrancing zone, 

Look doOTi and mark a fairer Venus here, 

Called from her hamlet to an empire’s throne, 

As meet of womankind the croum to wear. 

And of a nobler Mats the consort dear ' 

O fairest, mildest, best, by Heaven designed 
With soothing smiles his kingl3' toil to cheer, 

Still may thy dulcet chain the conqueror bind : 

Sure earth itself were heaven if love Were ahrays kind ! " 


XVII. 

So sang they till the gaudy train had past 
The sullen entrance of that ancient tower, 
VTiich o’er the trembling wave its shadow cast, 
Grim monument of Rome's departed power. 
That same, in Albion’s tributaiy- hour, 

The Latian lords of earth had edified, 

VTiich, all unharmed in many a martial stour, 
Might endless as the steadfast hills abide, 

Or as the eternal stream tliat crept its base beside. 
IS! 
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And hire had fixed hia bngtj see. 

And hither had he borne his destined bnde, 

Amid those avil storm secure to be 
That rocked the troublous land on ereijr side- 
For not the fell tnbsta, bnsthog wide 
nlth barbbd death, or srhulti^ rocks alar, 

Nor aught by that Tnnaoun ajijst‘ ined 
To save has leagured town, such stieasgth could mar , 

How then to mock the barbarous Sa a an war ' 

XIX. 

Austere and stem, a wanior front it wore. 

The long dsn entrance to that palace pile, 

And ensphd moss, and lichen em hoar. 

Trailed their moisl tresses m the portal aisle. 

But, past the gate, like some rude reteran’s smile, 
Kmdly, through dark, a milder grace it showed , 

And music shook the courts, and all the whole 
Fair stapling youths along the sleepy nnd. 

Fresh flowers before tbev feet and myrtle branches strewed. 


‘ Ajrbn wd a fa Oifaace <t Sjracase — Enrr 
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XX. 

By them they pass, and now the giant hall 
Bids to the train its oaken valves unfold. 

From whose high raftered roof and archhd wall 
Five hundred peimons, prize of war, unrolled, 
In v'aiious silk displayed and waving gold, 

The armories of many a conquered knight ; 

And some of Arthur’s sn-ord the fortune told. 
Of Gawain some, but most were redde aright, 
“These Lancelot du Lake achieved in open fight.” 


Here I might sing (what many a bard has sung) 
Eacli gorgeous usage of that kingly hall ; 
How harp, and voice, and clashing goblet ning, 
Of page and herald, bard and seneschal. 

But antique times were rude and homely ail ; 
And ill might Arthur’s nuptkil l)anquet vie, 
With theirs who nature’s kindly fruits forestall, 
j’lnd btaa’e tJie seas for frantic gluttony, 

And ereij* rarious bane of cveiy clime supply. 
153 
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Nor cared the ling, a sutdicr tncd and true. 

Tor such tain pampenng of impure drfight 
H«» tojs, his gtuds, t»CTC jiD of manlier hue. — 

Swift steeds, keen d<^ sharpswords^andarmoar 
■^el wanted rou^lit that wiU became a knight 
Of seemly pomp the floor with rushes gretn, 

And smooth bright bovd nilh phnteous nands d gW. 
Tbat scant the load might bear, though well Vseen 
^Vith nb and rafters strong, and ponderous oak betweo**- 


XXIIL 

And shame it were to pass the wamor state 
Of those, the fatoured few, whose tabic tosind, 

Tast theu sovereign and his beauteous mate, 

Ap^ from all the subject tram, was crowned, 

IVhose manly locks with laurel wreaths were bound. 

And ermme wrapt iheir limbs, yet on the toU 
Theu helms, and spears, and painted shiddswere focnd. 
And mils, and gilded greaves, at danger’s caU 
Aye prompt for needful usp, whatever chance might fall. 




MORTE D'ARTHUR. 
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And bounded high the monarch’s heart of pride, 

“WTio gazed exulting on that noble crew ; 

And leaning to his silent spouse, he cried, 

“Seest thou, Ganore, thy band of liegemen true? 

Lo, these are tliey whose fame tlie liquid blue 
Of upper air transcends ; nor lives there one 
Of all who gaze on Phoebus’ golden hue, 

From earth's cold circle to the burning zone, 

To whom of Arthur’s knights the toil remains unknown. 

XXV, 

“Yes, mark him well, the chief whose auburn hair 
So crisply curls above his hazel eye, 

And parted leaves the manly forehead bare. 

That same is Gaivain, flower of courtesy ; 

Yet few with him in listed field may \’ie. 

Gahriet the ne.xt, in blood the ne.xt and might ; 

And Carados, whose lady’s loyalty ‘ 

The mantle gained and horn of silver bright; 

And stout Sir Ka)", stout he.'irt, but not so strong in fight 

^ Sir Oi-tados v as the only laiight of the Roand Table vho j^osses^cd a la ife 
fklchty snllioicRt to enable her to ivear the encliantcd m-anile, and to tvnnd the 
v^ra brought by a fairy to King Arthur’s court 
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• But he, the best ctfall and bravest peer 
That dniiks thu hour the crystal air of day, 

The most rcna'vahd and to me most dear, 

As ill bcLiIts, u joum^ed away, 

A strange and stem advcniare to essay, 

UTiotn Heaven defend, and to his foends embrace 
Agajji resutless I^celot cofttey 
So spake the kicg, and. mote hu words to grace, 
An unstupccted tear stole dors bis manly bee. 


JC3CVTI 

To whom with laltenng voice ftanora spahe, 

“ O happv knights of su<li a kyig " she said, 

‘ And happy kmg for whoje ki erhd sake 

So valiant knights onsbeatbe the deadly blade ! 
And worthl-sr I, an tmtanght village maid. 

In ArUnii’s couit to fill the enned throne, 

Who inectcr Ur, m lusset weeds arrayed, 

Had fed ray flod on Skidda.w's sunsinit lone, 
Hakncrwing o^ mankind and by mankind ttnknowa" 
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XXViri. 

The monarch smiled, a proud protecting smile, 

That spoke her lovelier for her lowliness ; 

And, bending from his loftier seat the while, 

Hung o’er her heaving form, yet ill could guess 
IVhat terror strove within, what deep distress 
Rose in her painful throat, while struggling there, 

A stronger awe the sob would fain repress ; 

Nor other cause he sought than maiden fear 
To chill the shrinking hand, to call the trickling tear. 


( 


XXIX. 

“ jMine own Ganore ! ” he said, “ my gentle maid ! 
Oh, deem not of thyself unworthily ; 

Ry charms like thine a king were well repaid 
"VVho yielded up for love his royalty. 

And heroes old, and they that rule die sky. 

Have sought in lowly cot, as fables tell, 

A purer love than gems or gold can buy. 

And beaut)’’ oftener found in mountain cell, 

Tlian with the lofty dames in regal court who dwell. 
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' Go, ask tin, noblest of my knightly potrer. 

Ask of Sir Lancelot, what secret paw 
So oft hath drawn him forth at twilight hoiir» 

To woods and wilds his absent lose to plain, 
'Vhom many a eourOy fair hath sought in vata 
Oh, he wiU tell thee that the greenwood tree 
Reulls the hour of happier youth again, 

^Vhe» blithe he wont to range the forest free, 

SSlih her. his earliest choice, the inaid of Joff degree. 


XXXI 

He ceased, to whom the maiden nought replied, 

But to the patience of her misery 
Possessed her secret soul, and mly sighed 

ponder thns on what no more may be? 

UTiy think on him who nercr thinks on thee ? 

Por now sesen autuimu have with changing hue 
"Embrowned the serdureofoni tiysungtree, 

Since that ahrdl hmn the wonted signal blew. 

Or that *«aft foot was heard brushing the twilight dew 
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Then rouse thee 3'et thy silent griefs to bear, 

And rein the troublous tlioughts so far that rove : 
Faithless or dead, he little needs thy care ; 

And ill such thoughts a wedded uife behove; 

Then turn to him who claims thy plighted love ; 
Nor weeping thus thine inward shame confess, 

"Whom knightlj' worth nor regal state may move ; 
Nor he whom Albion’s sister-islands bless 
Can tame thy stubborn grief and minion frowardness ! 


xxxin. 

So sadly passed the festal eve awaj', 

tVhile at each courteous word her bosom bled, 

And every glance her heart could ill repay, 

Through the chill conscience like a dagger sped. 

Yet still witli secret prayer her r.oul she fed, 

And burst vrith holier thoughts e;ich inward snare, 
Whicli in that withered heart, where hope was dead 
Yet hopeless passion wove, and darkest there, 

The dreadful whi.sper crept of comfortless desp''’r< 

1S9 
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And softer semtd htr nient gncf to flow, 

And sweeter for her unrcstrainM tear, 

AVhile soft and sweet, a tale of tender woe 
lolo wo>e, the bard whose harp to hear 
Even the rude ward«.r, leaning on his spear, 
pressed to the farther door and sqiuie, and km^f, 
And lingering pages on those accents dear 
paused round the onscr^ed board , and ladies bnght, 
Breathless, with lips unclosed, dnnl m the wSd delight 

XXXV 

A stnage and tnehncholj ule it wa% 

“Of one who, for a tpant uades right 
Lay feeding breathless, on the emnson grass, 

All vainly nctor in ih unequal fight 
And who is she whose hands oriSy white. 

Too beauteous leech' his fes’jtng hurt would "bind? 
Ah, fly tlw pnnccss, ftom flie Cornish hught* 

UTio now ptVsened, a sorer fate must find. 

By guflt, aniii remoise, and hopeless passion pined. 
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“ Yet pleasant was the dawn of early love, 

And sweet the faery bowl of magic power 
But following mists the early heat reprove, 

And April frosts abash the timid flower. 

Behold him now at midnight’s harmful hour, 

His pale cheek pillowed on his trembling knees, 

IVhose frantic brain rejects the shelt’ring bower, 

IVhose parchhd bosom woos th’ autumnal breeze, 

And whose poor broken heart sighs tvith the sigliing trees. 

XXXVII. 

“Ah ! sweet it seemed when, through the livelong day, 

’hlid tall leme’s forest dark and vide, 

In hunter garb he took his tireless way, 


1 Sir Tristan, being wounded m battle uith Sir Morhans of Ireland, nho had 
unjustly demanded image from Ins uncle Sir Mark of Cornu all, u’as carried to 
Ireland, and there nursed by La bcale Isonde (or Yseult), daughter to the bng 
of that island. Some time after, Sir Mark, uho uas jealous of his nepheu, sent 
him on wliat u*as considered a dangerous embassage, to demand Isonde in 
marriage of her father Sir Tristan successfully accomplished Ins mission, and 
set off with his uncle's destined bnde to return to Cornwall On ihcir \oyagc 
they unfortunately drank of a lo\e potion prepared by Isonde's mother to be 
given to Sir Mark on lUeir uedding da3'. The consequence was, "tint by that 
their drink they loved each other so well as that their Ionc never departed from 
them for weal or woe .*' — Nisi of Prince Af’thur^ part i. chap. 24, 
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Lore in Jus Jjreast and YsenJt at Jus sjck ! 

Gone are those days I *OY»eult,'oft hecried, 

' Relentless Yseolt, beauteous enctny i 
May happier fati. lh> gentle life betide. 

Nor ever rnay’sc thou waste a tear on me, 

Nor guess the nameless tomb of hun who pined for theel 

xx^csnit 

‘And Lancelot 1 ' (for, Jordings, well ye know 
How Tnsun aye to Lancelot was dear) 

Sit UaceJot 1 he sang, of alJ below 
The best, the bravest, and the worthiest peer 1 
'To thee my helm I (eire, and shield and spear, 

That not from haras their wretched lord might save 
Yet, noblest fnend, my last petition hear, 

Dy thine own secret love a boon I crave, — 

Defend mme ^eeult^s&mewben I am laid in grave’” 

<1WI* 

Here ceased the harp, but o’er its trembling chord 
In silent gnef the tiunstrcls sorrow fell. 

And vitvncc bushed the throng where all deplored 
The recent woes of knight who loved so «eJ), 
loa 
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And most had known the heir of Lionelle •, 

And sweet it seemed for others’ woe to weep 
To her whose secret anguish none could tell ; 

Yet m'gh such strain could lull her pangs to sleep ; 
'And now the star of eve beamed o’er the twilight deep. 


XL. 

AVhen, in that sober light and sadness still, 

Arose a maddening hubbub hoarse and rude, 
Like hunters on the brow of deny hill, 

And panting deer by nearer hounds pursued ; 
And a cold shudder thrilled the multitude. 

As, at the breath of that mysterious horn. 

Each with inquiring gaze his neighbour \'iewed. 
For never peal on woodland echoes borne. 

So ghastly and so shrill awoke the spangled mom. 


XLI. 

At once the steely bars in twain were rent; 

At once the oaken valves asunder flew ; 

t 

And’warrior breasts, in iron corslets pent, 

f Their tightened breath with painful effort drew; 
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For louder, louder iar the tnmalt grew, 

'lhat earth’s btm planet qusiifcd at the dm, 

And ilje duck air assumed a browner hue, 

Such «is on hdotf bonk hath vhilonj bin 

^ITien Anirara’s mighty son rebuked the tyrant’s sin. 


xui 

And through the portal arch that opened wide 
(How came she or from whence no thought could teU) 
The wedding guests with fearful wonder eyed 
A hind of loveliest mould, whose snowy fell 
Was dyed, alas 1 with dolorous \enseiIL 
For down her ruffled flask the current red 
From many a wound issued lo fetal well, 

As staggermg Cunt with feeble haste she sped. 

And on Ganora's lap redmed her pjceoii^ head. 


xun 

Wth claws of molten tnass, and eyes of flam^ 
A grisly troop of hcD bocuids thronging near. 
And on her foamy steed a damsel came, 

A damsel fajr to $ce^ whose maiden cheer 
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But ill beseemM the rutliless hunting spear ; 
■Whose golden locks in silken net were tu'ined, 

And pure as heading snow her bosom dear; 

Yet ceased she not that dreadful horn to wind, 

_ And strained a quivering dart, for fatal use designed. 


XLIV. 


Reckless of loathhd life, and free from stain 
Of deep transgression, could Ganora fear? 

Forlorn herself, she felt for others’ pain, 

And cast her sheltering robe around the deer. 

To whom that magic maid with brow severe 
And glaring eye, “ Oh, doomed to lasting w'oe, 
"Waste not, unliappy queen, thy pity here, 

Nor bid my righteous rage its prey forego, 

■Wlio keener pangs thysellj Ganora, soon shalt know ! 


XLV. 


“Poor withered heart, that hid’st from human eye 
The bitter secret of thine inward wound ! 

Go, doff the cumbrous garb of ro)-altj'-. 

And seek betimes the cloister’s sacred bound. 
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Ah, warned in vajn I I hear the danon sound. 

Rings to the chargers tread the thademy g!en , 

For thee for thee the guarded list u crowned , 

For thee dark treason quits her snah> den , 

The battle a roar resotmds for thee, and groans of mangled 
men] 


XLTt. 

' Heap high the wood, and bid the flames aspire 1 
Dmd her long tresses to the ar-corsW treel 
A queen a queen must feed the funeral fire I * 

Ah I hope not thou, though love shall set thee free^ 
IVlih that testorhd lore in peace to be 
And shall my country bend her awful head 
To lick the bitter dust of slavery ? 

Illustrious isle ' is all thy glory fled? 

How soon thy knightly boas» is numbered with the dead 1 


■as tuief fcroeghi to the stake tat treason 

j, . • re-gn end t»ice del vered br Sj Ijncelar 

Srt “""d “»»*«» her off u»h.scavileor Joyous 

W i» taocelot Iried to pc-wde 

BEft trw ^ B food snoe ftr that she via both laXr and just 

tanshtlT t.iorvt .V D ’*‘*1 ^ sli«-4ng of roach 
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•nj . ? - ”* “o haonerci dame Gncnerer lo him egiin. 
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XLVII. 

“Yet art thou safe, and Arthur’s tlu-one may stand.” 
(Down from the loft)’^ saddle bending low, 

The dart she proffered to Ganora’s hand.) 

“Na)^, shrink not, maiden, from the needful blow. 
Nor spare, in yonder hind, thy fiercest foe, 

AVhose secret hate from forth her dark recess 
Besets thy guiltless life uith snares of woe. 

Take, take the steel ! thy uTongs and mine redress ; 
Mercy were impious here ! — be strong, be merciless!" 


XLViir. 

Giddy and faint, unknowing where she was, 

Or if, indeed, were sooth that ghastly wew. 

Pale as some mntiy lake, whose frozen glass 
Steals from the snow-clad heaven a paler hue, 
Ganora sate j but still to pity true. 

Her milk-white arms around the quarry spread. 
Then raised to heaven her eyes of mildest blue, 


On Arthur's death, Guenevcr retired into a nunnery at Ahnesbuiy, and 
Ijancelot into a hermitage near Glastonbury, 
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And to her cheeh retunicd a dawning red, 

As, with collected soul, she bowed bers>-lf, and said — 


XLI3C. 

“ And I can suffer ' let ihe storm descend , 

Let on this helpless head the thunder break, 

Yet exercised in gnef, set, God to fnend, 

I can Sndure the worst for maty'i sake 
No, wretched suppliant I ” (to the hind sb« spake 
That liciced her (und, and with large tearful e>e 
Dwelt on litr gentle £ict) “ thy fears forsake I 
Be diou my friend, I doom thee not (o die, 

And thy mute love shall cheer my joyless royalty" 


“ Have then thy wish 1 " i le spectre damsel cned, 

And called her dt^, and wheeled her courser round. 
And mth the javelin sm ite his quivering side, 

%VheD, swifter than (hi rocket's fiery bound, 

AJoft they s^nng, hunims^ and horse, and hound, 
And, dimly tmxmg with tile horizon grey, 

Fled like a winged dreaL, yet traces found 


1S| 
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Of gore and talons told their recent way ; 

And still before the queen that wounded quarry lay. 


LI. 


How fares the knightly court of Carduel ? 

How fare the wedding guests and warrior throng, 
IHiere all conspired the nuptial mirth to swell, 

The dance, the feast, the laugh, tlie u-ine, tlie song? 
Oh, they are silent all ! the nimble tongue 
Of him whose craft, by motley kirtle known. 

Had graver rvits with seeming folly stung; 

The vaundng soidier and the simpering crone, 

And breathed in beaut/s ear the sighs of softest tone. 


HI. 

As one who, stretched upon a battle-field. 

Looks to the foeman’s hand who laid him low, 
And with faint eflbrt rears his broken shield. 

And dreads, where needeth none, a second blow ; 
Or likest him who, where the surges’ flow 
Bares the bleak surface of some wave-beat steep, 

A shipOTCcked man, e.xpects in breathless woe, 

X99 



ifOKTE xyAtcTmfi^ r i 


Till the retunung wave, with giant sweep, 

Unlock his desperate hold, and whelm him in the deep, 

UII 

So blended fears, the future and the past, 

The past yet seen by tenor’s gtaaid eye, 

That, tearless still and mid, those phantoms tnced, 

Peopling the tniLghc s dismal vacancy 

Uith C-tncied shapes and shades of fieoduh dye. 

The future wildest, darkest unexpre»t. 

Danger untned, imfaocied agony, 

In the mute language of dismay confest, 

Thnlled m the bruthng hair, throbbed is th’ eapasded breast 

uv 

Sternly the monarch rose, and o’er his brow 
A horrent pang of dark aouety 
Shot like the stormy shadow, scudding low 
Along the surtace of^the paiple set. 

A smile succeeded. Wot to min^ or me, 

Be ihai portentous smile ofliate and scorn, 

\Vh.ch each strong furrow, stronger made to be 
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By toil, and care, and ruthless passion worn. 

And recollected guilt of youth’s tempestuous mom 1 


LV. 


“Sister !” he spake (half uttered, half represt, 

From his shut teeth the sullen accents stole) ; 
“And deera’st thou, sister, that thine arts unblest 
Can tame the settled bent of Artliur’s soul ? 

_ No j let the stars their fiery circles roll ; 

Let dreams of woe disturb the prophet’s breast : 

Can these, or those, the warrior’s will control ? 

’Tis chance, ’tis error all ! — Oh, tmsted best ! 

Be thou mine omen, sword 1 I reck not of the rest 1 ” 


LVI. 

The wedded pair are to their chamber gone. 

While minstrel sounds of breath, and beat, and string 
Pour on the dew)' breeze their blended tone ; 

And wreathed maidens, linked in jocund ring, 

“ H)Tnen ! ” around them, “ lo. Hymen ! ” sing. 

So, trampling roses in their path, they sped, 

The veilM bride and the triumphant king. 
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, CANTO II. 

I. 

f 

LEST is the midnight of the cradled boy, 

Along whose dimply cheek in slumbers mild 
smile basks of visionaiy joy; 

And blest is she who by her sleeping child 
Has the long hours in watchful love beguiled; 
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And blest the <<eajy man whose wistful eves 
Tronj his tall frigate scan the ocean wild, 

When the fair beacon paints the ruddy skies, 

And on his tearful heart the thoughts of home arise, 


IL 

And dear to Eiithful loie that !oi«l> hour, 

And dear to him beyond the beam oi day, 

AVTio tracks the footstejis of Eternal tower, 

\Vhcre the br^d heavens their stany map display 
Guilt, only gudi, detests the silent ray 
Of that sou! searching moon, whose lustre sad 
Restores neglected conscience to her stny. 

And bitter memory ofaU things bad, 

In crowds forgotten ml, or drowned in revel mad. 


flL 

The h5\P w« sl!ca^ and the tapers light 
Had Oded from the waDs of Catducl, 

Wh ch latfAhrough many a window’s Ulticed height, 
^ ‘he da\^re tn tStTuI fusirc fell , 

And tir tBaVntlf peided the drowsy bell 
to* 
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That TOkcs the convent to unwilling prayer ; 

When she. that seeming hind of snowy fell, 
Erect upstarted from her secret lair, 

Erect, in awful grace, a woman goodly fair. 


rv. 

Dark o’er her neck the glossy curls descending 
Half hid and half revealed her ivory breast ; 

And dark tliose eyes, where pride witli sorrow blending, 
Of hate and rutli a mingled tale confest. 

Her wTeath was nightshade, and her sable vest. 

All spangled o'er with magic imageiy, 

In tighter fold her stately form e.\prest. 

As when the empress of the silent sky 

Rxplores her sleeping love on Latmos’ summit high ; 


V. 


Or likest her whose melancholy feet 
In Stygian valle3'S wander lonelilj'. 
Singing sad airs, and culling flowers sweet, 
(Y et sweeter flowers in Enna wont to be) 
Daughter of Ceres, sad Persephone ! 
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Oh ' not of hcl] the adaouniine throne 
Nor golden bou^h firpia Adienisun tree, 

Can for the laJiny brtcie of hea* en atone 
Or match the common lijht of earth’s supernal zone I 


ei 

So sad, so bcaouful, so sternly bright 
Slumming the silest air with magic tread, 

And fairer seen beneath the 6ir noonlighh 
That elliri Udy stood by Arthur’s bed 
A tear, m spue of strong disdain, she sbedt 
One httJe tear, as o'er the sJerping mm 
Her dark C] e gluKxd then, nth averted head, 

" Ye whom 1 serve, fotg«»e tius (raosient pam , 

I hale ihotight,” she sighed “ that Jlorgue would weep 
s^m.* 


ni 

Again she fared, ^am a softer dew 
Dimmed of her load eje the fiery ray. 
As sad remenibrai^ vakeoed at the view 
Of those who wwpt in dewy slumber lay 
Nor could the CH|[|Oi's juimic art dispUy 
206 
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A goodlier pair j yet did Ganora’s cheek 
A hectic flush unlike to joy dispki)' ; 

And from her half-closed lips, in accent weak, 
Would ever and anon a mournful murmur break. 


vm. 

“ 0 brother once most dear,” the faery said, 

“A little while sleep on, a little while 
On that warm breast pillow thy aareless head, 

And bless thy waking eyes with beauty’s smile. 

But danger hovers near, and thorny guile. 

And jealous love that borders close on hate, 

And angrj’ doubt in impotent turmoil, 
l^fliose murderous purpose not for proof shall wait, 
With foUorving sorrow joined, and pem’tence too late 1 


rx, 

/ 

“And thou, poor victim of another’s crime, 

Hell knon-s I hate not thee, — thy simple breast 
Sought not to so sad eminence to climb ; 

Yet can I bear to see Ganora blest, 

.YTro blesses him my foe? Ob, dire unrest ! 
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0 Morgue, condemned with frustrate hope to groan J 
I sought to lure her from her cottage nest, 

1 sought to pbni her on an empire’s throne , 

I sought and 1 obtained would it were all undone • 

X. 

" For this alas I I watched those opening charms 
In the cool covi.li of her nattve grove, 

And with a mothers hope, for hJodred s arms 
roredoomed Caooia s cfown-eompclliBg love I 
Now shall that spellbound lift a bulwark prove 
To Arthur's Mgnl Ah rot » whose fetble power 
In fates perplexing marc with Metbn strove, 

And with niy rival of the watery bower, 

Of tha^ too potent Mage the elfin paramoorl 


XI 

‘‘^^^ut yctyenums?— to blast with muttered «pell 
The bu^ng promise of their nuptial bed , 
Of Jealous d^bt to wake the inward hell, 
Andcvi] wandenng fancy bred I ’ 

She spake, aa^ from her detry chaplet shed 
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Pernicious moisture o’er each dew)* limb, 

And such strange words of imprecation said, 

That Heaven's ovvti ever-burning lamp grew dim, 

And shudd’ring, ceased awhile the saints’ triumphal hymn- 


Xll. 

But all in vain o’er young Ganora’s breast, 

Guarded by prayer, the demon whisper stole ; 

Sorrow, not sin, disturbed that tranquil rest ; 

Yet ’gan her teeth to grind and eyes to roll. 

As troublous visions shooh her sleeping soul ; 

And scalding drops of agony bedewed 

Her feverish brow more hot than burning coal. 

YTiora with malignant smile the faer}' viewed. 

And through the unopened door her nightly track pursued. 


XIII. 

Like as that eral dame whose sullen spell. 

To love dire omen, and to love’s delight 
(If all be sooth that ancient rabbins tell). 

With death and danger haunts the nuptial night. 
Since Adam first her aiiy charms could slight ; 
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Her Judah's danghtCTs scare wjfli tlinJlujg oy, 

“ LJith ! fell LUith from her vie»I«* flight. 

What time mth fioaws their jetty lochs they tie, 

And swell the midnight dance with amorous Jurmony 

xjv 

Wiih slope flight winnowing the winds of heasen. 

So sped King Uthcr’g child, pD her dark eye 
Ghsced on a saiely knight, whose steps uoeren 
And folded arras might inward gnef imply, 

Or Inte’s wdd sting, or onkered jeoJous ) , 

Above whose lucid mail and shoulders strong. 

The furred mantle flowed of royalty, 

And, coiled around his crest, a dragon /otig 
Upwreathed its golden ^ires the wary plumes amonS- 


Alone he paced, from all the band alar 

ttTio kept iinih eqiial watch thar soi ereign’s bower 


* vwkjoo Out. befoK ,h- ensuoa of Cn Aiist 
tarUil, *** ^ t«in-^ain«iS Ijiith to ttntige fail do^rong tw to 
^^7 dw B soppo^flfl to bonr louBd the tohiuton <rf 

fa<HjO and oiierine ieutl tetaa* U) 
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Alone with gloomy mien and raage bare, 

Courting the cool breeze of that early hour. 

Of sterner eye than Arthur’s, and the flower 
Of youth as yet on his dark features glowed ; 

Yet seemed like Arthurs brows his brows to lower ; 
The same of giant height his stature showed, 

His raven locks the same, but not mth silver strowed. 


XVI. 

“Modred! ” in accent low and bending near, 

“ Modred, my son ! ” the beauteous faery said, 

“Ah ! wherefore at my voice that glance severe, 

And that dear cheek suffused with angrj' red ? 

Yes, I deserve thy frown ; thy mother’s head, 

Child of my pangs, thy keenest curse shall bear. 

Who ivith warm hope thy )'oung ambition fed. 

And weaved the secret spell with nightly care. 

Vain hopes and empty spells to win thy promised fair 1 


xtni. 


‘ And com’st thou yet, mother unfortunate 1 

To mock witli dreams of transport and of power 
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ily gloomy juth, irbont» with a cominon hate, 

Siflcc first thy shame dis^aceJ ®y natal hour, 

Of Hea\en the corses, and trf he\l, devout? 

Uhit spellbound virgin may thy charms pursue? 

^\ba^ hoicnng diadems m 
Shall mock mine oA*defeated hopes anetp?” 

He ceased, and o’er his eyes bis hollow beaver drew 


XVIU 

To whom, deep sighing, Uther^ daughter spits 
"Ah 1 never more may mother hope to dsd, 

^Vho weeps and watches for her inttni’s sate, 

The boy obedient, or the wamor kind 
Our toil, our hope is theirs, our heart, our mind. 
Tot them we meditate, for them ii e pray. 

The soul for them in sioful chain we buid. 

And for thtir weal we cast our own away , 

Yet when did filial love a parent's gnef repay? 


MX. 


“O thou, for whom of mortal things alone, 
kJnthanWul as iboii ar^ jet ever dear, 
SIS 
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IMy soul bends downwards from its cloudy zoD£^ 

And on mine elfin cheek a mortal tear 
Warm lingering, tells me of the times that were I 
Accurshd for whose sake, my restless wing 

And more than mother’s pangs condemned to beab 
(Till time and fate mine hour of torment bring), 
Circles the arch of heaven in melancholy ring ! 


XX. 


hly son ! by all I feel, by all I dread, 

If either parent’s fate thy sorrow move 
(A father slain, a mother worse tlian dead), 

Grudge not the little pa>Tnent of thy love. 

Nor scorn my power ! though spell unfaithful prov'Si 
Though Merlin’s mightier skill my hope have crost, 
Yet not the fiends below, nor saints above, 

Nor elfin tribes in aiiy tempests tost, 

Can tame my steadfast will. All, hlodred, is not lost 1 


xxr. 

“ Then tell me,” cried the youth, “who was my sire, 

. And wherefore thou, estranged from mortal day, 
213 



irOJiTE p'ARTmnt 


Bearest so dark a. doom of pcoa! fire, 

A wretched wanderer on the heavens’ highway, 

Once Albion s pnnces% now an elfin grey? 

Too long thou tirest with boding saw* my breast. 
Mocking thy son with phantoms of dismay, 

AVhost ardent soul, by feieruh doubt opprest, 

Burns o’er the unfinished tale, and long? to hear the rest. 

'OOT 

The tiery grasped his mailM hand, and led 
^Vhere the deep waters, rolling alentJy, 

Beneath the vtaiem gale their mwor spna^ 

And on the giant walls and arches high 
A lonely horror sate continoolly 
No warder there with beacon flaming bright 
Needed with weary pace bis watch to pie, 

Pnt cold and calm the smking stars of night 
Played on the rippling wa»e w«h ineflecttial light 


xxni 

Ther^ where adowix Ihe solitary steep, 

^th foxglove twio» and mosses silver grey. 
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A trickling runnel seemed the fate to weep 
Of one whose rustic tomb beside it lay, 

That lovely sorceress bent her mournful way ; 

And gathering strength, — “ Behold the honours here 
Bestowed by Arthur on thy parent’s clay ! 

Behold ! forgive, my boy, this coward tear ; 

Blood, blood alone should soothe the ghost who wanders 
near! 


xxrv. 


“He, when of downy youth the vernal light 

Played on thy mother’s cheek now wan with care, 
And many a peer of fame, and many a knight. 

To Britain’s princess poured the tender prayer. 
He, only he, the valiant and the fair. 

To this weak heart an easy entrance found ; 

An humble squire ; but not an empire’s heir 
Could vie wth Paladore on listed ground ; 

Witli every manly grace and eveiy^ rirtue crorvned. 


XXV. 

“ Oh, days of bliss ; oh, hope chastised by fear ! 
When on my lap reclined the careless boy, 
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C^'‘l my flint smd tisscd my fJims tear I 
He kn«r not, trhat bitter doubts aimcy 
Of urpennuted tme the iremWingjof 
He knew not nH rn) broihei'e tbirstj blade 
FUsbed Q et K\% h^nd, uopetuoua lo destroy 
Jt cUsped the t)Tant s knees 1 wept, I prayed 
O God, on Arthurs soul be all roy piefs repaidl 

“Wbeo from a trance ofseBselets agony 
I woke to kcenvr pangv by frenzy sttasg, 
ReeWess of Arthvirs IWe lep^itaat cry, 

Fin. m roy brain and curses on rry tongne, 
From yoodet clilT my wretched frame I flang 
Alas! th enchanted wind my weight upbore, 
^Vhlle in mine cars an elruh chorus rarg,— 

‘ Come, kindred spmt, to our cloudy shore 1 
W rth lays, thyself a £jy, come wander evermore I 


*• Snee, on the foiling Uouds w ocean bine, 
Or knid the secrets of our nether s^ here, 
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The goblin leader of a goblin crew, 

I wander wide; but ill may mortal ear 
Of faeiy land the mystic revels hear. 

Short be my tale ! One earthly thing alone, 

_ One helpless infant to my heart was dear, 

Blight in whose eyes his either parent shone. 

Reared by their pit}'ing foe, — my son, my blessed son 1 ” 


xxvni. 

She ceased, and round his linkbd hauberk threw 
Her motliefs arms, and on his iron breast 
(The rough mail moistening \vith tender dew) 

A kiss, the seal of bitter love, imprest. 

He, stem and dark, no kindly glow confest, 
With face averted and with.lrozen eye, 

Where softer passion never dared to rest. 

But cunning seemed vrith sullen pride to vie, 
Calm, calculating hate, and damned cruelty. 


XXIX. 


" How I have trained tlice, with what potent charms 
J^Iy magic care Ihy tender frame imbued, 
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How nursed ihy jtwJh Tor empwe and for arms, 
And how la Denreat’s mountain sohtudc 
I reared thy destined bndc," the fay pursued, 

' And what strange chance o'erthrew mine airy skill, 
Alas I thou knowTSt tt all , yet to delude 
The force we cannot stem u tnamph stdi. 

And from reluctant £tte t* extort our good or iQ> 


"0 earth ! how man> wonders wonderful 
In thy Urge Up and parent bosom he, 

IVbich whoso knows (few knew them ah) to ctjll, 

May dng the struggling pbnets from on high. 

And turn the land to sea. the sea to dry, 

Vea, not man’s ml!, by Cod created free, 

Can match their stran^^e mystenous potency, 

Nor love nor hate so finaly fisM be 

But love must yield, and hate, to magics dark decree. 


aoun 

« A rmg there la of perfect diamond stmie, 
Such as no mining slave is tramed to seek, 
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. Nor Soldan numbers on his orient throne, 

Nor dmng Ethiop from his sultry creek 
Has borne so rich a prize ; for urho shall speak 
^^^lat unseen virtues in its orbit dwell ? 

Press it, the fiends attend in homage meek ; 

Turn it, die bearer ivalks invisible; 

Ah 5 who tlie hidden force of smallest things may tell ? 


XXXII. 

"That same to one of regal race I lent, 

IVho now perforce must render back the prize. 

Tor of his stars the danger imminent, 

And guiltless blood loud crying to the skies 
Alarm all hell : do thou as I desire ; 

This selfsame morn depart for Scottish land. 

There Urgan seek, King Pellea's uncle ■nase, 

And bid him peld to thy deputed hand 

That ring of diamond stone, for such is Morgue's command. 


xxxni. 

"Have we not heard how shepherd Gyges bar^ 
By like deceit, from old Candaule’s bed. 
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lo Rated beaut}' sees, the LyduA ha, 

And tingl^ arde /rotn hu dotard head, 

Thenceforth hiroselfafang?’'* — “ffo more!”he 5aid~ 
‘ Mother, no mote • or ere the sun's bright round 
Have tinged }0 r easteni cloud vnth lirel^ red, 

Mf fiery steed shall paw the spangled ground. 

And on the Cattxaeths side my clashing anas resound." 


xxxnr 

Uke as the hawk (has hidden duianre free 
Springs from the talc no's wmt, ihe eager Imight, 
His dark cheek warm with uvage ecslacy, 

Curst from his parents bold She naih delight 
His wamor inien beheld and giant height, 

Awhile beheld, then, rapt in mist away, 

Back to the bndal turret bent her flight, 

Tliere cloicly couched auud the rushes grey,— 

O power of wicked spells ’ — a seeming hind she lay 


1 It brrlaledof he dnetoded lata tbecanb wberr bediscoreFcd 

a mAd£ of bnu9 flod within R tha bodj cl a rrun cC 

lurare on vtiasa «as a hn me Thii r>ng possei»S ihe po>-«r at 
mahine Its vcorr larxs'7>> and Its astistaocrheeaiaa'i acccu Info the 
(olace cnnrdcml the kioe. whose (bmie be aTunrards amiTWd and Rurivd 
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XXXV, 


By this the fiery-whedM charioteer 

Had raised above the fiinged hills his head, 
And o’er the sides in molten amber clear 
A flood of life and liquid beauty shed, 

ItTien sun-like rising from his flagrant bed. 

All glorious in his bliss, the bridegroom king 
Passed to the common hall, and with him led. 
Blushing and beauteous as that mom of spring, 
The fair foredoomed cause of Albion’s sorrowing. 


XXXVI. 


The mass was ended, and the silver tone 

Of shawm and trumpet bade the courtier crew 
In martial pastime round their monarch’s throne 
That livelong day their mimic strife pursue. 

As each the thirst of various pleasure drew : 

Some launched the glossy bowl in alleys green, 

Some the stiff bar with sturdy sinews tlirew, 

Some in bright arms and wavy plumage seen. 

Wielded the quivering lance the guarded lists betiveen. 
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rxxrth 

So T3S there mirth m statelr CanSoei, 

Tin in the midst a stranger dame was scati 
'Vhose snowy tcil m graceful wanplc /ell 
Above the sable garb of vdvet shea, 

Ais in her hand, of metal deadly teen, 

A shcathbd sword and studded belt she bare^ 

Golden the hilb the sheath of silver clean, 

IMiose polished mirror hack rejected fur 

Her cheeks «/ venaeil tinge, her aubuio length of ham 


aoanit 

Stately she rode alon^ and keen her eye 
That scanned with eager glance that wamor crew, 
Tet was her blush so week and maidenly 
cm-cr viJUtc las* m apron blue 
\S ought (he passing view 

Stately and in her trmj, 

ll’ith floatidjJ'^ ^ beards of stiver hui^ 

T wo gotidly sijair unaycd nttnDornU'ggtauj, 

Ofl cjjtcr side COTtfiled^^/* stlkcn rtio. 
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XXXIX. 

Like as that lovely month to lovers dear. 

Unlocks the green bud on the scented spray, 

And laps in freshest flowers the tender year, 

And tunes the songs of nature, — blessed May ; 
Such was the joy this damsel to surve}'. 

But that deceitful hind who by the bride. 

Licking her hand, in treacherous fondness lay, 
Arose, and skulking to the farther side. 

In guilty darkness sought her harmful head to hide. 


XL. 


Alighting from her steed, some little space 

Propt on that antique sword the maiden leant ; 

\Miile silence gave her blushing cheek more grace. 

And her warm tears, touchingly eloquent, 

Through warrior hearts a pleasing anguish sent 
Then witli collected voice she told her grief. 

Of bitter iTrong and treason imminent, 

Done to her kindred by a Scottish chielj 
’Gainst whom at Arthur’s court she, suppliant, sought 
relief. 
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XU. 

Her linds he rated, aod mth tortuous wong 
Herself had banished ftota h« native tight, 

A felon wamor neither bold nor stroag. 

Cat safe and tedders of aQ human might 
Cy charms impregnable and magic sleight. 

' For as some evil thoogbt, he walks unseen 
Scattenog around ut murderous despight 
From vieidcas bow his arroin deadly Icen, 

That strength, and cQungft &d to oppose to Cstal teen- 


xur 

“Alasl" said Arthur. ‘ and can mortal wight 
t^llb trenchant steel a ne«less life lorsd^ 

Or probe With dagger point ha pall of night?" 

‘ tVho," she replied can draw this charmM blade 
Worn by my sire on him my doom is laid. 

But now seicn jeats through many a rLstaid land, 
Taticnt of lU, my wni^VMime has strayed. 

Nor knight « found so bia\c^h(y=e stainless hand 
Can from ns burnished sheath J^ock my £ital brand.^ 
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xLm. 

She ceased, and through the crowded fort there spread 
A deep hoarse murmur, as tlr’ autumnal sound 
In liazel bower, when Sherwood’s rustling head 
Shakes in the blast, and o’er the dusty ground 
And in mid sky the falUng leaves abound. 

Beneatlr her bramble screen the crouching hare 
Erects her ears, and quaking as astound. 

Shrinks from the breath of that inclement air. 

And the fast driving sleet that strips the branches bara 


XLIV. 


Then sudden from a hundred tongues arose 

Harsh words and high, and hand to hilt was laid, 
And taunt and threat portended deadly blows, 

Eacli claiming for himself that charmbd blade. 
And envied guidance of the noble maid. 

Bm . Arthur, rising from his gilded throne, 

« n your lives, presumptuous subjects ! ” said, 
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XW- 

A'P^ed, yet reluctant, back the ciEwd withdrew 
Wule Artbor from the maid her sword reijuiredr 
And poising in his ^tb cnnons view. 

Its antique frame and toassy trci^t admired. 

Then bending low, with gnpple might desired 
Torth from its silver sheath the Wade to soain, 

UTneh, following fot a spacer ^ain retired, 

Mockmg with magic sleight his fruitless pam , 

Seven tunes the kiog ess3>ed,—- etveotiaes essayed mvaia. 


JCLVt. 

As some stout churi bj swewy tod cn lii o wu ed, 
Foiled by a strangvt m the wrestler^ play. 

Arises, mounmig, from the pUshy ground. 

Ills battered limbs and face deformed with day. 
And oirang ofi tijat JueVksa boSiday , 

So Anhar bacli the chanaM steel restored, 

And turned with sullen scowl his eyes away, 

As moBj a knight of fatre and wsuiikp lord 
la kmg successjon suene to drag that fctal sword- 
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XLVIT. 

But not, Sir Carados, thine iron arm, 

Nor Kay’s stout heart and vaunted pedigree, 

Nor Gahriet’s youthful grace could break the charm. 
Nor Gawain’s force and faith and courage free ; 
Though when he strove, the knight of courtesj'. 
The conscious sword awhile his hand obeyed, 

That men a span’s length of its edge might see. 

As sunbeam radiant and with gold inlaid ; 

Yet would not all suffice to bare tliat stubborn blade. 


XLVtn. 

Wffiercat the damsel made otcecding moan, 

Shedding salt tears ; nor did her sorrow spare 
Her breast more lovely white than marble stone. 

Nor the long radiance of her sunny hair; 

That not the nidest groom such sight could bear : 
But sudden numnur through the palace spread, 

“Alas the while, that Lancelot were there ! 

Then had not Anhur's court been shamed,” they said, 
“ Not those love-darting eyes so bitter fountains shed." 
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XLOl. 

A knJght there was, whose emus hardihood 
Aod fierf soul that msttlt ill could bear, 

Had bathed his falchion m CucuUin’s blood, 

AVho yearly nude to Cntotas court repair 
{Haughty Cuetdim, Eon’s haughty heir) , 

Condemned for this (such vengeance Arthur vowed) 

To the cbiU dungeon's damp and stony bu , 

Through the close-gratcd loop be called aloud, 

And what that tumult meant besought the passing crowd- 


IVhich when he hcaid, so strangely confident, 

IVith such warm hope he craved his chance to try. 
That through the couk a Jouder munnur Trent, 

As pit) lundJed into mutiny, 

And Arthur, yielding to his peopIe^s cij, 

“let him come forth his doom iri sooth vras hardj 
A soloiei’s Cmlt I * he muttered carelessly , 

‘‘And knight so loi^ m listless prison barred 

Has well such fault atoned—* Ck), bring tiim hitherv'ard.” 
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LI. 


So was Sir Balin brought before the throne, 

A gaunt and meagre man, of hue forlorn ; 

For forty months of lingering care w'ere gone 
Since on his flinty couch the smile of mom 
Had rested, or, on dew)' pinions borne, 

The fragrant summer blest his solitude. 

His limbs were with the linked iron worn. 

And his long raven hair in tresses rude 

Hung o’er his hollow cheeks, witli prison damps embued. 


Ln. 


Around him wildly gazing (for his sight 

Shrank from th’ unwonted beam of perfect day. 

And those embattled guards, whose armour bright 
Flashed in the sunshine like the torch’s ray), 

He to the stranger damsel bent his way. 

And, “Lady, scorn me not ! the time has been 
Or ere this bondage,” he began to say, 

“That gayer robes, and knights of statelier mien. 

Have felt mine arm as strong, my lance as deadly keen.” 
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Ull 

'I praj thee give the nrord — the sword she gave; 

“LoPg, long It scem%* the optirc cned, 

‘ Since these poor hands have fth a battle glaiv e I " 

\ et as the pommel s wield/ gnsp be tried, 

Dawned on his hollow cheek a martla! pnd^ 

And the dark smile of wamor ecstacy 
Across his tateworo visage seemed to glide , 

And, flashing like a meteor to the sky, 

Tortb sprang the channM blade, the blade of vtctoijrl 


uv 

Say, have ye marked what wingW moments DU ' 
Between the distant cannon's flash and rou ? 

Such was the pause ensued, and such the swell 
Of foUomng rapture shook the ocean short 
Kung eveiy vaulted gate and turret hoar. 

Rung the far abbey spires and cloistered bound , 
^Vhile, as they soiled the moss grown rampart o’er, 
'The sea bud reeled on giddy pinions round, 

And the wood Ihngfed rocks Ktutned a hollow sound. 
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I,V. 

AATien all Tras hushed, the not unmindful king 
From Balin bade the guard unloose his chain, 
While robes of knightly blue the pages bring. 

And furred mantle of majestic train. 

He, nath a settled smile of calm disdain, 

Received the gifts ; but when his well-known maU, 
And shield, and rusted helm were brought again, 
Quaked his dark lip, and voice began to fail, 

And the fast-faUing tear bedewed his features pale. 


LVt, 


So when the feast was ended in the hall. 

Nor longer would remain th’ impatient maid, 
Though Arthur much, and much his nobles all. 

But most her presence young Ganora prayed ; 

To each with courtly smile her thanks she paid, 

And graceful on that docile palfrey sprung; 

MTiile dose beside, in wonted steel arrayed. 
Victorious Balin’s clashing armour rung, 

Vdiom many a knight beheld, with serpent envy stung. 
S31 


And think’st Oiou. man, thy secret «ish to shroud 
In the dose bosoms sloIM sepulchre? 

Or, t(Tapt in sainU) mantle from the crowd. 

To hug ih> darling sin that none may see ? 

A thousand thousand ejes are bent on thee, 

And nhere thy bolts the babbling world exdode. 
And in the darUiess where thou lorst to be, 

A thousand tliousaod busy sprites intrude 
Carth, ,ur, and heaten are fulL-^^there u no soLtudfr 






W i HEN I rehearse each gorgeous festival, 

I And knightly pomp of Arthur's elder day, 
And muse upon these Celtic glories all, 
l^niich, save some remnant of the minstrel’s lay. 

Are melted in oblivious stream away 
(So deadly bit the Saxon blade and sore). 

Perforce I rue such perilous decay, 

And, reckless of my race, almost deplore 
That ever northern keel deflowered the Logrian shore. 
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n 

0 thou the ancient genius of the lani 
UTio wont on old Belusnim’s sunnr 
And nigh »he holy mount, with annM hand. 

In vision dimly seen, thy natdt to keep, 

Our angel guard, whose eagle pmions sweep 
In circling fliglit around his rock built nest, 

Now soaring high, now dark'ning half the deep, 
The broad wave bursting wuh his sbadow> breast, 
Oh, did not hia lament foreshow (he nearer pest? 


til 

Saj, did not he, when Henpst ploughed the mam, 
tViih gathenng dim the conqueror’s track dismay, 
And smite his radunt brons m parent pain 
And sadly rend hii sampture wreath ? 

No, bngnter beamed his prescient eje that day. 
And as ine proud bade swept the waters free, 

He bade the rustling waves around it play, 

While softly stole across the sunny sea 

Frev many a twisted shell the laennaids’ Inrmony 
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IV. 

T!^ow forty times- the golden-haired dawn 
Had sprung from old Tithonus’ dewy bed, 

And for^' times across the fading lawm 
Had summer eve her filmy mantle spread. 

Since young Ganore to iMar3'’s aisle was led 
A pensive bride ; and ye^ I w'ot not w'hy, 

But those who best could read her blushes said, 
Not now so much she drooped the timid eye, 

Nor paid her Arthur’s warmth with so cold courtesy. 


V. 

She was his wife ! for this she strove to bear 
Of that portentous eye the tawny glow ; 

And those deep indents of ambitious care 
That mapped his dark and melancholy brow. 
She was beloved; for well the fair might know 
How that stem heart was fixed on her alone. 
When, melted all in love’s delirious flow’. 

The vanquished victor at her feet was thrown ; 
■And she was inly vain to feel such power her own. 
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Vi- 

So Tras she pleased herself who sought tojilease. 

Till on a diy when all the court would nde 
To drmk m Cati»eth*s woods the cooler breeze, 

And rouse the dun deer frooi Terwathhn’s side, 

It chanced the queen mltuo her bower to bide, 

As one in boistetous posiiiDC rarely seen, 

^Vho Inile Icned the hunter’s crutl pnde, 

Or madOening shout that rends the forest gieca. 

Or their poor quarry’s groan the bugle notes between 


vw 

Loth was her lord lo miss that Lvetong day 
Her soft sweet glances and her cooseree sweet, 

\ et cared he not to cross her purposed stay , 

And -forth he iared, but still with lingering feet 
And backward look, and “Oh * when lovers meet 
How blest,’* he thought “ the evining’s tranquil hour, 
rrom care and cumbrom pomp a gbd retreat" 

Not since his youth first quaCed the cup of power 
Had Arthur praised before the caJra'sequestered bower 
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And forth he fared j while from her turret high 
That smilmg form beheld his hunter crew; 
Pleased she beheld, whose unacquainted eye 
Found in each varying scene a pleasure new. 
Nor yet had pomp fatigued her sated view, 
Nor custom palled tlie gloss of royalty. 

Like some gay child a simple bliss she drew 
From every gaud of feudal pageantiy^, 

And every broidered garb tliat swept in order by. 


IX 

And, sooth, it was a brave and antic sight, 

AVhere plume, and crest, and tassel wildly blending. 
And bended bow, and javelin flashing bright. 

Marked tlie gay squadron through the copse descending; 
The greyhound, with his silken leash contending. 
Wreathed the lithe neck ; and on the falconers hand, 
Witli restless perch and pinions broad depending, 

Each hooded goshawk kept her eager stand. 

And to tlie courser’s tramp loud rang the hoUow land. 
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X. 

And over all, m accents eadlf sweet. 

The melfcn bugle poured its plauitii e tone, 

That echo joyed such numbers to repeal, 

^\’ho, from dark glade or rock pumice-5tDOe> 

Sent to the woodhad npnphs a softer moan , 

^ithile listemog far from forth some fallow brown. 

The swiok^d ploughnuo felt his work undone, 

And the glad schoolboy from (he neighbounog ton) 
Spnngoet euhpnsonuig tad, nor re^ed hu mastet** frowO* 


XL 

Her waim c^kc^V^Iowed on her ivory hand, 

Her long hair o’er flic Ijattlement, 

In silent thought Gai^nta Lept her stand 
Though feebly now tnc distant bugle sent 
Its fading sound , andV on the b'own hdVs bcCt, 
Nor horse, nor hound, nw h«titci*s pomp was seen. 

Yet still she gaaed on emyny space intent, 

As who, spellbound on sca% haunted green, 
Beholds a fitly show the ttribght ^hns betweea 
s«> 
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xn. 

That plaintive bugle’s well-remembered tone 
Could search her inmost 'heart with magic sway; 

To her it spoke of pleasures past and gone, 

And \’illage hopes, and friends far, far away, 

\^Tiile bus}' memory’s scintillating play 
Mocked her weak heart with visions sadly dear, 

The shining lakelet and the mountain grey. 

And who is he, the youth of merriest cheer, 

Who waves his eagle plume and grasps his hunting spear ? 


Kill. 

AsHuom a feverish dream of pleasant sin. 

She started, trembling, and her mantle blue 
With golden border bright, and silver pin. 

Round her wet cheek and heaving bosom drew ; 

Yet still with heavy cheer and downcast view. 

From room to room she wandered to and fro, 

Till chance or choice her careless glances threw 
Upon an iron door, whose archway low, 

And valves half open flung, a gorgeous sight might show. 

IG 
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xnr 

It was a hall of cost3i«t ganuture, 

Wth ams hung m many a purple fold , 

Whose glistening roof was part of sflvtf pure. 

And silken part, and part of twisted gold, 

"With arms embroidered and achie^emeots ©Id, 

\Vheie that nth metal caught ttfiected day, 

As in the hours of harrest men behold 
Amid thetr sheaves a lorkuig adder play,''^ 

Whose burnished bach peeps forth amid the stubble gw? 


3cr 


And, in the midst, an allar nchly dight 
W iih e> er burning lamps of sDrer pale, 

And silver cross, and chalice heavenly bright, 

Before whose beam a sinful heart might quail, 

And sinful eye to bear its bemj^ faO. 

It was I ween that gmcions implement 
Of heavenly love, the three-tunes hallowed Grayle* 

V The Grayte or Saacgresl aeconSng to lbs origtoal romance was a 
et ffotd said lo contain some of Ihe blood of otir Sayiour carried nbotrt ^ 
fairmarden teddes its ti«alioj»irioes,R possessed the propeny tolowhal'vw 
easiSe K vras bicMghi ol fulfilling theliaffletfli great odours and erery ko'C'** 
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To Britain’s realm awhile in mercy lent, 

Till sin defiled die land, and lust incontinent. 


XVI. 

Strange things of that time-honoured urn were told, 
For youth it wont in agbd limbs renew, 

And Idndle life in corpses deadly cold ; 

Yea, palsy warmth, and fever coolness drew, 
YTiile faife knelt gazing on its heavenly hue. 

For not uith day’s reflected beam it shone. 

Nor fiery radiance of the taper’s blue, 

But from its hollow rim around was thrown 
A soft and sunny light, eternal and its own. 


x\ui. 

And many a riven helm aroimd was hung, 

And many a shield reversed, and shh’ered spear, 

bad such meat and drink as he best loved in the world," It was invisible, as 
well as the damsel who bore it, to all but the “perfect man." The Kmghts 
of the Round Table made quest to find it out ; bat Sir (jalahad, son of Sir 
Lancelot, was the only one of sufficient piuity of life to be allowed to see it ; 
“after which he kneeled down and made his prayers, and then suddenly his soul 
departed unto Jesus Christ, and a great multitude of angels bare his soul up to 
heaven, that his two fellon-s might behold it ; also his two fellows saw come 
down from heavea a hand, but they saw not the body, and then it came right 
to the vessel and took it, and so bore it up to heaven. Sithence was there 
never no man so hardy for to say that he had seen the Sani^reaL’’— .fifrrf. of 
Prince Arthur, part in c. 103. 
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And amour to the poastng footsteps rung. 

And croms that paynuo longs « ere n ont to wear , 
Rich aowns, stSMigt iTBtt, rfisttocd sJl atsd v-re ■ 

]jO 1 this the chapel of that Table Round, 

And shnne of Arthur jind hi> warriors dear, 

UTiere 'enf’rousr knights bj secret oaths were bound. 
And West by potcnM>ta>era ihcit foemen to confouod. 


ICVIIL * 

Nor leu the scene such solemn use became, 
IVhose eiety waU id freshest colours dight, 
nKph/d in form, m feature, and m name. 

The lively deeds of many a faithful knight , 

And told of many a hardly femghten fight 
Against the heathen host m goiy field , 

Of those who reap rcnoATi with Cdchion bright 
Or list in nat the ponderous axe to wield, 

Or press the courser’s flank with spear and shield. 

XIX. 

The stnpling conqueror of a gunt foe, 

Ik^loved of Heaven, was David there to see, 

zu 
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And wallomng wide the headless bulk below ; 
And there the self-devoted Maccabee, 
Content in death to leave his Israel free, 
Sustain’d unmoved the towered elephant, 

With javelin planted firm, and bended knee j 
And grimly smiling on the monster’s vaunt. 
Slaying, was nobly slain, a martyr militant. 


XX. 


There too, she marked, in blood-red colours writ, 

The Christian conqueror of British line, 

Wh£> .seejcoed in car is> sii, 

Raised on the ruins of an idol shrine, 

Lord of the earth, resistless Constantine ! 

And, blazing high above his chosen head. 

The meteor cross shed forth its light divine ; 

That that great dragon shook with guilty dread, 

1 And all his countless host from forth the heaven fled. 


XXI. 

Nor less her own paternal Carmelide, 

With arms begirt, and warrior faces round ; 
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Nor less Ihe queen wiUigrccdysretjdCTQed 
The gunt fonn, irhoje uncouth muitle, bound 
\\ iih beards of ca^vc tnoiurchs, swept the ground. 
Vainglorious Ryencel* him the Chnsueo host 
Uith plunguig spears lo Mersey's current dnnrned, 

\Vlio, wadmg through the met depths, almost 
H*d ttemmed th’ ualigaant trate, and reached thefirttcf 
coast. 

XXU 

But Ob 1 what ra^e of war, what ghastly blows, 

UTiere sUter Avon ran with sanguine hoe. 

And dcrcc ui light the youth of Denmarl: rose, 

And Arthur’s strength his deadly lalchion drewt 
Her own brave lord Ganora there might >iew, 

As ’mid the meaner trees a kingly oak . 

How fast the fire sparks frorn his armour Sewt 
ifow from hi5 courser's pasting side the smoke , 

How lugh he bare his targe, how rose at eiciy stroke 1 

xxtit. 

Around the bng, behind him and before. 

Red ran the tide of (kath, and dark the throng , 

’ Helrimms! )ilsniMile«ifiU*ibetiwl»o{c»j>a*(«ktBpw Rienee •« Kifte 
er Prtace of horOi Wale*. 
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And Merlin tliere his dragon standard bore, 
Scattering dismay the mailhd ranks among; 

A living standard, whose biforkhd tongue 
Hissed with strange magic, and its brazen eye 
Darted pernicious rays of poison strong ; 

Als were its threatful spires uplifted high, 

And wings of molten brass outspread in air to fly. 


XXIV. 


Strange was it to behold the enchanter’s mien, 

AThose robe of various colours mldly rolled, 

Awd waked Iwabs, iw baSde seldom seew, 

And magic girdle all of graven gold. 

In imcouth mse his prophet frenzy told. 

Swart was his visage, and his raven hair 

Hung loose and long in many a tangled fold ; 

And his large eyeballs, with unearthly stare. 

Flashed on the withering host a ^Yild portentous glare. 


XXV. 


Fast by that fiend-bom sire was Gawain placed, 
Gawain the gentlest of the knightly throng, 
24 ? 
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With ladies' love and nnnstrel honour graced, 

The good, the brave, the t)«uWuJ, the strong, 

And, breathing futy, Modred spurred along, 

Sir Modred, sternest of the Table Round,- 

Injiutous chief, who recked nor nght nor UTOBg, 

Yet forward m his surerain’s semcc found, 

•And next to Arthur's seif tot pnncely lineage cxmiied. 


xxvt 

But who IS he— the chief whose sujgte might 
Girt b) the Saxon host in desperate nng, 

Uith slender lance redeems the reeling fight, 

While death and conquest poised on dubious wing 
Hang oer the stnfe his valour witnessing? 

Clel^ IS his helmet, and his sanguine cheer 
And beardless cheeks betoken manhood's spncig 
Ah, well known glanct 1 ah, form to memory dearl 
It is the nameless youtbl it is the foresterel 


xxni. 

Was It a dream ? her unassu^d eje 

Paused on the form awhile— awhile withdrew, 
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She chafes her lids their perfect sense to trj* ; — 

It was no dream : alas ! too well she knew 
The locks of auburn and the eyes of blue, 

And, her own work, the scarf and broidered vest S 
And her ears tingled, and a death-like dew 
Through her cold marrow thrilled and quivering breast, 
And suffocating sobs the abortive sliriek supprest. 


XXVIll. 

When overpast was that strong agony, 

", And doubt and feat resumed their blended reign, 

She on that arras bent her frenzied eye, 

And line retraced, and well-known line again. 

'■ His locks were auburn, these a darker grain ; 

Fair is yon knight, yet sure than him less fair j 
Yon shield, yon crownet mark a princely strain. 

And sterner seems that brow.” Ah, fruitless care ! 

That lip! those eyes! that scarf! his pictured self is there 


XXIX- 


“And art thou he?” — for o’er his conquering head 
In Gothic letters all of silver bright, 
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That chieftain’s woven nameCanora read,— 

“And art thou he, thy sovereign’s darling knight. 

The wise in court, the matchless m the ftght. 

Strength of our Lognan land m danger’s hour ? 

O tancelot S (if lhi» I read anght 
Thy lordly style), 'nud iiotnp, atul wealth, and power 
Full soon hast thou forgot thy humble village flower I ” 

XXX 

“Yet Arthur culled that flowerl" (a female ire 
Flushed m her cheek, and sparided in her e}e) , 

“Yet Albion’s lord could thispoorform desire, 

And thou shall view thy lusuc Emily 
In pomp of queenly state enthroned high I 
Then, Cadwa), shall thy soul new pangs endure, 

And m each slighted charm new grace descry, 

And scorned in turn — Ah, passion hard to cure 1 
Break, break, my tempted heart, while > et my will & pine " 

XXXI 

Thus raved she long, tdl Irom her throbbing breast 
Eshausled passion loosed ha iron m ay , 
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And holler-thoughts her struggling soul possest, 

- And that pure chalice mth its saintly ray. 

And that still chapel, turned her heart to pray. 
So prostrate at the marble altar’s base 
With floating locks and folded hands she lay ; 
And moistening witli her tears the sacred place, 
Clung to the silver cross with Magdalen embrace. 


XXXII. 

So by that heavenly toil recomforted. 

She, slowly rising from the sacred ground. 

Dried her moist eye, witlr streaming anguish red. 

And those loose locks in decent fiUet boxmd. 

And cast, in matron guise, her mantle round. 

And forth she went ; yet ere the morrow’s light, 

She of her maidens fit occasion found 
To ask the lineage of “that absent knight, 

"WTio now in Albion’s war fought for his suzerain’s right j 


xxxnr. 


“He of the Lake, whose empty seat was placed - 
And in the hall his banner waving nide, 
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MORTE D'AHTmTR 


A golden hound mth dicqaered collar graced, 

And the broad field with seeuiingverfore djrd?” 
To whom the joung Ygwema «wift replied 
Wth archW Wows and finger pointing itf, 

“ Ob, who shall dare »o pratsc that chief of pnde, 

Who, when the jcaloos Cweodolen «* mgh, 

INTiosc proffered Jo\e be meets with so cold courtesy?" 


xxxn 

"Peevish Ygvenul Gwendolen rejoined, 

" tJy forgtd tales to shroud th)- secret cart! 

UIjo more than thou the myrtle bnneb has twmed, 
And nngL-d with flowerv wreath his auburn hair? 
Ah, wooing laiclf spent ' some absent {m 
lias o’er il-c wsmor huis h«r silken cha-a , 

Ultness the purple scarf he loves to wear, 

^\ itness his wandenng* o et the lughll j plain, 
Mltness Ygwetnas love and Inncdoti disdain I” 


IOC3CT 

Canora sighed . but all unmarked the gi^ 
As Grcndwlen p-r$ued her cJgir word i 
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O lady mine, long were the histoiy 
To reckon up the praise of tliat young lord, 

In Logris and in distant Gaul adored, 

And spnmg from elder kings of Brutus’ race ; 

But changeful fate, and war m’th ruthless swQj-d 
Could ancient Trihles’ goodly towers deface, 

And poppies wave the head in the tall banner’s place. 


XXXVI. 

“■When bloody Claudas sacked th’ Armoric shore, 

The sire of Lancelot its sceptre held, 

For wealth renowned, for virtuous wisdom more, 

And the fair peace of honourable eld. 

But the base rabble from his rule rebelled. 

And ancient Ban, no longer prompt to bear 
(As when at Carohaise the foe he quelled) 

The conquering falchion and the pennoned spe^, 

Fled from his dangerous throne to wood and degert drear. 


xxxra. 

“There, wretched sire ! by daily wrath pursued. 
Himself, his infant heir, and beauteous dame 
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A shelter seeling m the sobtud^ 

To awnld caverrjih painful travel came, 

>Vherc toil and gnef opprest h«$ boaiy frame 
A little vpace with anns to Heaven spread, 

A little space, on abes wnpt m flame 
And ravaged fields he ptacd, but Oothjng eaid> 

Then in his Helen's arms sank down his dying head. 

xxxnii 

“She, chafing his cold brows, and mih her tears 
Moistening in vain the breast was ever true, 

Nor space nor leisure found for ether fears , 

But when her much loved lord deceased she knew, 

All wildly Inintic through the desert tier. 

Reckless of him who, ’mid the Imshes laid, 

Her sleeping babe, a faery’s pity drew, 

^Vho haply wandering through the twilight glade 
Stooped from her phantom steed, and home the prize 
conveyed. 

<xxr< 

“Beneath the hollow waters is her home, 

Upbuilt with arch^vraves of crystal cold, 
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Wiere never wight of mortal seed should come. 

Yet did she there the beauteous infant hold, 

And trained in knightly lore and pastimes bold J 
But luckless Helen, dame disconsolate, 

When late her loss returning reason told. 

Sought the sad shelter of a convent grate. 

And wept with livelong grief her boy’s untimely 

XL. 

“ Him, when his vigorous youth was ripe for war, 

-And dovny cheek was clothed in darker shade* 

On airy wheels and dragon-yokfed car 
To Arthur’s court his elfin nurse conveyed. 

In polished arms of maiden white arrayed. 

And silver shield, as princely youth became ; 

IVlio since untamed, unrivalled, undismayed 
In tourney strife and war’s illustrious game. 

Has borne from every knight the foremost meed 0^ fame.” 


XLI. 


“ All otherwise I deem,” Ganora cried, 

“Nor him account the best and bravest knight 
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WTio.trrjpt m sordid gain ornimor pnde, 

Is dead to ladies pain and lore's delight.” 

" I who,” said Gwendolen, “shall read aright 
The close lept seertt of a hero’s loic? 

Yet some have said, m magic beauty bnght, 

Hts ellin dame has poncr Iks nnnd to jnnvc, 

And urge hia pemitt. sups along the tu-ilight grove ” 


VUI 

A livtd blush the queen f pale l^ce o'erspread. 

“Yet, >et aread.vhc'e i^that faet>'» won?” 

‘Ah, who shall tell her haunt,’ the maiden said, 

“ Uho m tht desert niter dwells alone. 

Or under hollow bill or catemed stone? 

Yet bciuteo'is IXnvcnt claiini her chicfest grace " 
Canon heard, but answer nude she none, 

And with her hcrthief shrouding close htr fice. 

Broke from th’ unfinished tale and sadly left the place. 
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OF 

^ THE MASQUE OF GWENDOLEN. 

I8i6. 

^ 

Enter hso Goblins hearing a casket* 

GWENDOLEN. 

j TT T I HAT forms are these? 

! W I 

I GOBLIN. 

Spirits of nether earth 
Are we, and servants to the mighty Merlin, 
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Frora whom bear these treasures to his bnda 
Or ete the raven ttnee hath flapt her wing 
He tnU himself be here. 

cwE'nMi.cir 

Good angels guard me I 

Sea Njinph* 

-isr 

hfraphs of air and ancient sea, 

Fndal giAs ne brmg to thee r 
1x7 these plunes of nch dence^ 

Plucked from birds of Paradise t 
Lq these drops of essence rare. 

Shook Ihmi a wand ring meteor’s hairl 
hjnaphs of air and anaect sea. 

Such the grfis we bring to thee ’ 

Take these sheDs, approach them near 
And they shall munner in thme ear 
Tunes that hill the slumbenng sea 
More than menaaid’s harmony ‘ 

Take these pearls , no diving slave 
Drags then Hie from ocean ca> e,— 
Nymphs of sax and anaent sea. 

Such can on^ bni^ to thee. 
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Enter faw Genu cf Fire, veiih c tease. 

FIRST GENTUS. 

Loveliest of mortal mould ! distant we kneel, 

Lest our hot breath should mar thy snowy skin 
Or scorch thy raven locks. We are of fire 
The s^^•arthy ministers, whose active heat 
Is as the soul of earth, and sea, and air ; 

^^'ho sow the seeds of gold, who give the diamond 
Its eye of flame, and tvake the carbuncle 
To rival day. Of such strange alchemy 
We bring thee tokens ; and before thy feet 
Bow down our crisped heads, and in the dust 
Abase our terrors ' 

« • * * « 

• » » * ^ 

MERUX. 

Am I proud, 

Mine empire at thy feet ? All tkoa £.'1?. 

Are but the least of wonders. Tr/"-- 
Shall sweat to work thy bidding, 

Rend from the greedy earth htheriit-^ r 
And drag the deep for thee. ILs ^f-f- 
UGL ■ ~ ^ 
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To SCO the pov.'crs of magic taxed for ' 

And the strong feantres of a face 
Relaxing in my presence. This ' 
hly last request ! Nar', look not ..n me. 

Nor press my hand ! I may not dally longer. 

• * » * • 

MERLIN. 

Ah ! do nor raise tlie fiend n-ithin rny soul, 

Nor arm, sn'cet pctuhancc, against thyself 
My wotser nature In this rugged breast 
The heart which throbs is Etna’s earthly fire, 
Wiich unprovoked and slumbering in its strength. 
Rcjoiceth Ceres, and with fresher flowers 
To Enna’s valley lures back Proserpine ; 

But, if it burst its bounds, hath Iiellish mettle 
Which is most dangerous ! I was not made 
To soothe a lady’s scorn, or woo lier lattice, 

What rime the cold moon on her garden bower 
Flickers in silver whiteness, and the w'nds 
Blend with mine amorous harp’s sad lullaby, 
hly love or vengeance must be gralified. — 
\FIierefore, proud dame, I s.ay to thee, Be wise ! 
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In love unmatched, la hate uooutdiable, 

1 haxc done that ere now which tnme own ejfcs 
Have wept to look upon. My fethcr’* epmt 
Is blent with mine, and schools me to such honors 1 
yVTiere/bre I charse thec as thou lovkt thyseW 
Be timely wi« ’ One hlUc moment 
I feel the demon rush into my soul. 

And prayer will then be vaut I Be wise ' be yroe I 

crwrtPOUiW 

Ob, horror horror t Oh for leprosy 
To scathe this £iul form f oh that the veil 
^VherewIth 1 shroud me from thy dreaded fiance 
tVere some nild Uucket, some brake-tuigled wood 
tVhere this poor head m ght shelter — -where no foot 
Of man approadieth, (hat tayself were nude 
A thing of loathing and of nalutal horror. 

Such fls IS pain to look on {.— beuec so 

Than thus to tempt thy wooii^ take me, throw me 

To the wild boar or where the honess 

Seeks for her birodled young theic human banquet , 

Yea rather manxdjjc to death and make 

My bridid he,i withi^^ sqmlthre 

n an b d me mount wuta^lhce thy guilty throne I 
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MERLIN. 

Thy wish be on thine head, and thine oivn curse 
Feed on thee till it waste thee ! Exquisite maid ! 

E’en in the bitterness of my revenge 
I love thy graceful passion. But my sire, 

^^^lose flames now bum within me, goads my purpose 
To wittier malice ! Shroud thee in thy veil, 

O my fail' enemy j — for that withdrawn, 

Thy face shall never win a suitor more. 

Hear, spirits, hear ! — {Thunder. 

I fix on thee 

Curses, curses, one, two, three I 
Fouler than a grandame ape 
Be thy features and thy shape ■, 

Be thy face, so fresh and fair, 

AVorse than those of furies are ; 

Be thy snow7 forehead dark. 

And rougher than the maple bark ; 

In the greenwood range alone, 

Tliy disastrous lot to moanj 
Lion wild and bristly boar. 

Let them fly thy face before ; 

And the wolves that round thee prowl. 

More from fear than hunger howl ; 
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As a t}itng tnmt acomti and haled, 

And with demons ord) ruled. 

Every kindly crealurc *h~it thcc 
And this burden be vpon Ihee,— 

TiU a youth of form di«>ne. 

Sprung from Enitus awient lute. 

Of beauty ctccless aod debsht. 

Shall woo thee to the nuptwtl nte , 

Shall his arms around thcc tmne; 

Shall >us nano lips press to thuie, 

And sign thee wtih the holy sign— 

\7tnitr Miai.i’i rrn*' 


lG«lvt>oseK 4 iHf tt (rai/fvMrtf If itttUV 
TintFurmitrru. 

so\a 

} Rest tbee on tlus mossy pdlou 
Till the iroming light * 
tfily vase ihusibtsjtenng wtlSow 
Eveisrthi Led fo-ni^t 
As ou.^5tal gnef forsake Ibee 
N ought Vowsy spells r/ertahe tW 
Till the W blessed sleep awake thi-i. 
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Enter TlXAIf lA. 

TITANIA. 

Spirits, well done ! for not of mthless mood 
Are Ave, the rangers of the nightly wood. 

Where found }'e this sad maid ? 

FI RSI FAIRY. 

DoAvn in yon dell 

We found her, where the moonbeams brightest fell ; 
For C3Tithia marked her nnth benignant eye. 

And mourned, methought, a virgin’s misery. 

We marked her, too, with what intense despair 
She scattered on the ivinds her raven hair, 

Invoking death : then with accurst intent 
Of wilder madness, to the lake she went ; 

But, bending o’er its mirror, shrieked to spy 
In that vild glass her own deformity, 

And (fled apace. Anon, amid the brakes. 

Like some pursued faun, a lair she makes. 

And slirouding with her funy govn those eyes 
AVhich not the curse of Merlin could disguise. 

As at herself she trembled, till her grief 
Found in a flood of gracious tears relief. 
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THAMA. 

Poorwretchl yesoolhed her then? 

rlKST fAiRt 

Her tftin ^n; dned. 
plucked thu brambles from herbicedmg sidSi 
Oer her hot brain a grateful vapour thretr, 

And sprinkled eiery limb loth droivsy dew , 

Then bore her stumbenng to this green retreat* 
And mth star jell/ <.ooled her bJurcred ftet, 

And scattered every doner of purple d>e, 

And tanned her rest mth onleis plumcrj 

TITAMA 

Uell hate ye done ' bleqr on, poor Gwendolen. 
The hour of retnbution is amycd. 

And Merlin hath no longer power to hanzL 

FIRST RAlRy 

Is Merlin dead? 


TITASIA. 

Een norr J heard the yeU 
Of ghastly memment , u upper air 
The fiends keep balula} I knew tJieii song, 
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A song of triumph : " Merlin is no more ! 

Merlin, the migh^ one ! Haste, haste to meet him, 
Ye rulers of the damned, and open wide 
Your everlasting gates, to entertain 
The master of the spell ! Such charms no more 
Shall tax our labours till the final doom ! ” 

FIRST FAIRY. 

How died he? Say — 

TITANIA. 

By female wiles he fell. 

She of the Lake, his elfin paramour, 

Jealous of his late ivanderings, — in a tomb 
(First having ivon by sugared blandishment 
From his dark soul the unutterable name 
Which all things fear in heU, in earth, and heaven), 
Enclosed the struggling wizard. Nine long nights 
Within the rock the fairies heard him moan, 

The tenth was silence ! 

FIRST FAIRY. 

May the merciless 

Such fate meet ever ! But, our Gwendolen, 

Is she now free ? 
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TlTi'WA. 

The Cites their course must have, 
And \fcrlins spells hwei*o«cf beyond thcgTa'"^ 

But Heaven, and those bnght start whose golden eyes 
Behold the link of mortal destinies, 

An equal lot of weal and wtie prepare 
To Harlech s virgin and to Albion $ heir 
For this I came to shed a soft control 
Of heavenly wisdom oer her sleeping soul , 

And bting to tsind whatever of secret lore 
She from her wirard lover leamt before 
But soft, she surs — our potent pharmacy 
Has roused her dream, and oped her sealM eye 
Vanish, kind fayv>-our fonns she must not spy 

[G wx.tdoi« 

CWEvikjLCN 

Oh, sacred hour of r^buiion ' 

Foredoomed to diy the wretch s tear. 

And rectify this dark confusion 
Of earthly sin and shame and fear. 

And art thou then a fond delusion 
Around our slumber horenng near. 

Of heavenly bliss a West infusion 
Too holy to be tasted here? 
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Oh, in my dreams I feel them, see them ! 
The days of bliss return again. 

As victor angels tread beneath them. 

The snare of fiends, the rage of men ! 

And evermore a sweet delusion 
Above my slumber hovers near; 

And tells of holy retribudon. 

And chides my doubt and soothes my fear ; 

I wake — and all is dark and drear. 

The oak wood rustles overhead ; 

The aspen sheds its foliage sere 
Upon my tvild and dewy bed ; 

Before the melancholy blast 
Autumnal clouds are dri\dng fast ; 

For canopy of state I see 

The white moon glimmering through the tree ; 

I tremble as with woman fear 

The wolFs approaching howl I hear ; 

In sickening doubt I turn mine eyes 
From mine oivn self thus hideous grown ; 
And, ranging in this goblin guise. 

The thorny brake, unseen, unknown, 

I curse my sleep, whose magic power 
Hath mocked mth bliss my hopeless heart, 
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And treblj curse in> sralurg hour, 

^^'hIch bode Uut fancied hliss depart , 
And doubt, to quick the changes seem. 
If this or that were all a dream. 

Alas I how know we which ts true, 

The night or day the ion or shade ? 

The forms which glide in long rmew 
Before our eyes in slumber Uid, 

Or those our waking scenes renew > 
tVas it a dream that Harlech s hall 
Received ray wandenng steps ogam, 

Ai throbbed my heart at npturc s calk 
More rapturous from tetnerabered paji? 
On my cold check m joyful thnIJ, 

My brother’s leir, I feel it stiU , 

And, closer to ray heart than he. 

The youth s warm kiss who set me free I 
Bas this a dream? or dream 1 now 
Of raounung weeds and desert wild. 

Of whaUiog wuid in hawthorn bough. 
Of form by magic cone defiled? 

Come, pitying death, dtssohe the ctnfe. 
And wake me from the trance of life I 
— A footstep in the wood ' ait armW man 
STS 
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And hither bound ! Retire thee, Gwendolen. 

Yet, what hast thou to fear? Thine altered form 
Is safe from the worst danger, and thy life. 

Not worth the keeping, mocks his cruelt}^ — 

Vet must I hide me; — lend me your shade, kind boughs. 

To shade this hideous face from eartli and heaven ! 

^ « 


Scene, the Court. 

Arthuk on hu ihrme, Llewellyn tn chains. Guards, &c., Sx. 
ARTHUR. 

How wears the time ? 


KAY. 

The sun hath wellnigh scaled 
The piimacle of heaven. 

ARTHUR. 

Oh, say not so ! 

Is it indeed so late ? — Where art thou, Gawain, 
Too slow to save thy friend ! Ah, cursed oath ! 
YTiich stops the mouth of mercy, and but leaves 
A barren grief to after penitence, 

2JS 
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That 1 mi^ht now recall Usee 1 \ et ■’gam 
Be It proclaimed, -“-if that mortal toi^c 
Can sohe oiir onciL, and solnns; save 
eon gallant gcntlemaiv our kingdom’s power 
Is taxed for their reward. SuJV stdl?— all stDI' 

O good Llewellifl, when the headsman’s blow 
Redeems mme oath, my hoary hairs shall follow 
(Believe it) to the grave. Oh that ihy wrath 
Had cooled betimei^ or mine t Pardon, el^ pardon 1 
As 1 forgiie thee dune inmd} brow 
Triumphant o er mme age, th) words of fire 
And looks of muciay, such as no kmg 
Can brook without resistance, pardon thou 
The rashnea of tome oath, which sends th> |OUth 
Untimely to the tomb 

IXCWSIXIV 

Mj parting pmjer 

Uaita on )-our silver locks. Be bnef, good king , ' 
Dismiss a soul which on its tiptoe stands 
Knocking at heaven a high gates I have met death 
In ugLer shapes before, nor (5ad J now, 

Save in this t3rdi»e!>^ his teeth or sting 
Have with jou. headsman. 
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ARTHUR. 

Stay, I charge ye, stay ! — 

A noise — hear it well, — a horse's tread 

As one in speed, — and hark tliat shout: O Hea%'en! 

Run, some of ye, and learn. 

[Cry tA/icul. 

“ Long live Earl Gawain !” 

s « 3 e V 

ARTHUR. 

Welcome, brave nephew, 

Now more than ever welcome. Have ye sped ? 

Is mine oath cancelled ? — is the prisoner free ? 

Hath Merlin told his secret? 

GAWAIN. 

He hath borne 

That secret to the land of secresj’, 

Nor can Llewellin claim a further sentence 
Than Heaven hath past on Merlin. O my liege, 
Strange things have chancbd, which at fitting season 
I shall unfold. Now to my chiefest care. 

Unlock these rivets, jailor, for thy cliaige 
By Arthur’s oath is free ; — .Arthur hath sought 
^Vhat n omen mostly crave ; — my answer follows. 
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Fewer is their passion. From the lordl} dame 
To the brown maid that terds the han'Ejt field. 

They prue it most Wherefore is pleasure sormed 
But to increase their sway? — whynches lavished, 

But an argument of queenly state? 

Uhereforc is virtue scorned? why vice thought comely ? 
But for the pnde of tamio,^ lum whose wiles 
Have ruined many , why is beauty marred 
B) ceruse or b> corset?— wherefore love 
Led Ike a blithe and pcrfunicd sacrifice 
To Fheebus altar, but in hope to reign ?— 

Ye hav e mine answer 

AKTBUK. 

Loove Llewellm's chain 1 

Gawain, thou hast thine earldom. ^ abant fhends. 
This day be peace to ail Let me embrace you 
With pauient fondnesv. Ah* what ghastly spectre 
Troubles ou happiness^— Can this be human? 

She kneels, she holds a nng 

eWEVDOLEX 

A boos, a boon 
From Arthur and from Gawain ! ^\^l^t 1 am. 

What 1 have done, he Lrum.— niiat hi, haih suom, 
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This ring be witness. 

GAWAIN. 

I acknowledge all, 

And nobly will repay thee. Come to-morrow, — 
To-da)', — this even, — only scare not now 
This royal presence. 

GWENDOLEN. 

I saved thy fnend, 

I brought thine earldom back; mynisdom sounded 
The craft of Merlin ; and the grateful Gawain 
(For he was grateful then) sware by his sword, — 
This ring his sponsor, — to reward my pains 
With whatsoe’er I asked. I ask it now 
Before the king, — my hire, my righteous hire. 

Such as a knight must pay. 

GAWAIN. 

Ask and receive ! 

I own my oath, — and though my colder blood 
Thrills to its fountain at thy gaze, and nature 
Forebodes of something monstrous in thy soul, 
■\Vhich I may shrink to answer, — I have sworn'; 
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And bid me tame the bnndled pard, or keep 
Mme unarmed vigd in a dragon’s den. 

Be the king nitnes^ and this Table Round, 

I will perform ibj bidding speal and obtaia 

GnirvootEN 

Cue me thyself, — be thou mine husband, Garnuni 
U"hat ' scared already?— host thou snom in vain? 
^ra I so monstrous ?— Ob, I feel 1 am J 
Yet have I saved thy fnend. 


OAWAI'l 

So we are raamed. Rule thou m my house, 
Govern my treasure, prank thee in my jewels. 
All, all is thme. For me, 1 mount my steed 
And ramble forth t&iught, an errant warrior. 
To see thy face no more. 

GWZM10I.SN 

Alas for me 1 

Is this a mamage?— thus did Gawain swear. 
To mock me with himself — to leave me tbu^ 
His lawful partner, to the scoffs of men, 
ajs 
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And the Constructions of a pccnsh world, 

Weak and defenceless, childless, husbandless ? 
Oh, m}’ good lord, shall it be said this face 
Has robbed my country of its bravest knight? 
And shall the Saxon and the ruthless Dane, 
Triumphant in your absence, thank the foulness 
Of Gawain’s countess for their victory ? 

Far be such curse from me ! If I am loathed, 
Beyond endurance loathed, command me hence, 
And I forsake your roof ; — 1 know my duty ; 

And your poor mfe, from forth her wilderness, 
Shall bless and pray for Gawain. 

GAWAIN. 

Nay, not so ; 

For I have su'om to shield thee ; rest thee here. 

, iVnd e’en in absence shall mine eye behold 
Thy comforts and thy safety. Weep not, d.ame, 
I am thy guardian, and will well discharge 
A guardi.an’s office. Friendship may be ours, 
I'hy form forbids not that. What, weeping still ? 
I will not leave thee; — with a brother’s zeal 
For thy past service done I will watch over thee. 
Be of good courage, — come, one kiss of peace 
2f9 
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To seal out baigisn, Hateful 1 homblel 

And dost thou ding arouid tnc, cursH fiend. 
To drag me to perdition? Out, aroint I 
For m God s name I charge thee set me free. 
And by this boty sign i 


CWEVDOLCV 


Oh, blessed be thou }— 


Turn, Gau-ain, turn'— 


\LatiA O mbr 
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THE PROPHECY OF ISHMAEL. 

Written at the of fifteen in a school exercise 

1798 

W | HEN Bonaparte led his weary train 

I Through the parched sands of Eg)'pt’s thirst; 
“ plain, 

YTrere erst around the Delta’s fertile isle 
Flowed the seven daughters of the silver Nile ; 
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Now choiccd with sand, their ancitrl Ciii, 

Out four «urvi«ag noura ihar sisters dad , 

Where even Fancy's eye on ha-OIy trace 
The tiilcn splendour of ihe Coj^tic race. 

Where prostrate 1 es mid Unglcd trakw of ih«n 
Th harp that once Bpontareous hailed the mom ,• 
^\■htte *Te5atV a and Isvs’ basl 

In mingled rum iroulder into dust. 

Where still the Pjnmidfc from tw d«cnr»1, 

Remmn the nonuments of regal pnde, 

^'V'hlle through thrto soeirs the GaPic STuadroh ‘pel. 
And marched 0(,r heaps of valust Arabs dead, 

\tTiiJe yet with recent sidoiy elate. 

Onward they tnosed to miliury latc, 

From the rough rocks that border Barcas land 
A >o«.e meatiWy bailed the afn^hled band. 

High on a hill dut veiled its murky brow 
clouds and frowned upon the plain below, 

StVl fondly watchful oer ha childrens good, 
The^^^c of Mecca s might) founder stood 
Confes\^ he stood, known by ha daunilc« air 
His fiWet *hd his length of hair 


* CmBcal Kwnus when (noUicdVy l!»e 
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And, “ Stay, ye fools,” he cried, “ ye madmen, stay ! 
Nor farther prosecute your venturous way. 

Of S)Tia’s sons full many a numerous host 
Their lives amid my burning sands have lost : 

There, led by Persia’s tyrant, millions fell. 

Nor one surruved the dismal tale to tell j 
There first rras checked the Macedonian might, 
Repulsed and baffled in th’ unequal fight ; 

My sons a barrier set to Roman pride. 

And many a legion by their arrows died ; 

And now shall Gaul with conqu’ring armies come ? 
Gaul, — but a province of defeated Rome ! 

Shall she expel, though far renowned in fight. 

The sons of Ishmael from their ancient right? 

No, no ! from me, ye robbers, learn your fate, 
Lament and die ! return is now too late. 

Far, far from Gaul, full many a soldier brave 
Shall, ’mid these rocks, unpitied find a grave. 

Still man by man shall perish all your power, 

And what the sword shall spare the plague devour. 




VlSCtUA^EOVS POEMS 


FRAGMENT ON ALCHE^n’■ 
ilmtia OH l\e tjLtr/»<utf PtgfaJiltthr'iM'lj Cel’fgt txenutl 

ifei 

So fAREs the sage, «hose m)'st(c labours iry 
The thorny paths of Cibled alchetay 
Tune, toil, and prayer, to aid the work conspire, 
And the keen jaws ofdrosx!e>ounug fire. 

In one dim pile discordant embers blase, 

And stars of adi erse influence jots their nys , 

TiD every nte performed, nod labour sped, 

^Vhen the clear furnace danms with sacred red, 
Trom forth the genial wannih and teeanng mould 
The bright ninged radianct. bursts cf infant gold. 




lAIITATION OF A SONG, 

Stud to Aji, fc«i» tomffud Ij Xfhrf Ornttof Ae’HnaHdf Jaring tij 
(onJimenttKl in Cd'df^ CajiU adjafwd toff* ffoi ookteh gfra t* 
M HHrifHt €H(amfiH€ml ui/tim tight f/ lUI hnutnot 

Oak, that stately and alone 
On Uie war worn mound h«t grown, 
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Woe to the feast where foes combine, 

Woe to the strife of words and tvine ! 

Oak, thou hast sprung for many a year 
’ilid whisp’ring rj-e-grass tall and sear. 

The coarse rank herb, which seems to show 
That bones rmblessed are laid below ; 

Woe to the sword that hates its sheath, 

Woe to th’ unholy trade of death ! 

Oak, from the mountain’s air)' brow 
Thou \'iew’st the subject woods below, 

And merchants hail the well-known tree, 
Returning o’er the Severn sea. 

Woe, woe to him whose birth is high, 

For peril waits on royalty ! 

Now storms have bent thee to the ground, 
And envious ivy clips thee round ; 

And shepherd hinds in wanton play 
Have stripped thy needful bark away. 

Woe to the man whose foes are strong. 

Thrice woe to him who lives too long ! 
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HONOUR ITS OWN REWARD* 

t8o> 

SwELt, swell the shnll trumpet, clear soundinff afar, 
Our sabres flash splendour ftiound, 

For Freedom has summoned her sons to the war, 
Nor Britain has shrunk from the sound. 

I,et plunder's \-ile thirst the invaders mSam^ 

Let sbves for their ira^es be bold , 

Shall salour the hanet ofatance daim? 

Shall Bntons be bartered for gold? 

No < Tree be our aid, independent our might, 

Proud honour our guerdon alone , 

Unhired be the hand we raise in the light, 

The sword that we brandish our own. 

Still all that we lose to our thoughts sha^l succeed. 
Their image each labour shall cheer. 

For them we will conquer — for them we wiH bleed. 
And our pa^ be a smile or a tear 1 


, 1 Wrinenip i:b« Jamil/ circle at Ur DtxJcfEiJgp »hohPdJnsJ 

raised a bod/ of TOiunteers. It »u tong «t tbeirmeetlog tbe pert Ua/ — E d. 




.vA'tv:"//. warcffs poji.'fs. 


And oil 1 if rctiirnuii; triumplinnl \yc move. 

Or sink on the kind that me save, 

Oil. blest by his countiy, his kindred, In's love, 
Hov.’%’ast the reiv.ard of tlie brave ' 



TRAJ.-SLATIOS OF 

A FRAGMENT OF A DANISH SONG. 

1S05. 

Kikg Ciiristiak stood be.side the mast, 

In smoky night ; 

His falcliioii fell like hammer fist, 

And brains and helms asunder brast ; 

Then sank each hostile hull and mast 
In smoky night. 

“ Fly, fly ! ” they shrieked j “ivhat mortal man 
Can strive with Denmark’s Christian 
In fight?” 
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.yrscftLA\Lors roi trx 


^ lels JucJ raised a tranor ct) , 

“\ow IVOR sited vt" 

He h0V5,i».d vjp ite red flag lviS^> 

^nii dashed anvidit tte enemy 
1\ uh blow on blow, aod cry on cry, 

“Kow, rvtw'stte da^ " 

And sUU they shneked, “ Fly, Sweden, fly I 
\S‘hen Juel cotnes. rvhal rtiengdj dull try 
The fray ? ' 




I IEUTE\AVr-GEVER.\L SIR R01\X.A\I> HILL, K-E- 

HtLi.' *hov; high dattnjwvth rweewed success 
Hath cheered our tardywar,ivhat time the cloud 
Of espectation, datk and comfortless. 

Hung on the ntojntams, and on factious crowd 
Blasphemed iheir countn'st. 'our, bahbUng loud t 
Then was thine ana reseali^J, to whose young mighi. 

Pj Toulon s leagucred trail the Piwfst bmed , 

Snp 
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WTiom Eg}'pt honoured, and the dubious fight 
Of sad Corunna’s rvinter, and more bright 
Douro, and Talavera's gory bays; 

Wise, modest, brave, in danger foremost found. — 

So still, young -vvarrior, may thy toil-earned praise. 
With England’s love and England’s honour crowned. 
Gild with delight thy father's latter da 3 's 1 



LINES 

SPOKEN rN THE THEATRE, O.VFORD, 

ON LORD GRENmLLE’S INSTALLATION AS 
CH^INCELLOR. 

Ye Aiewless guardians of these sacred shades,* 

Dear dreams of early song, Aonian maids ! 

And you, illustrious dead ! whose sjririts speak 
In c.ach warm flush that tints the student’s cheek, 


> Wert* ffp’*vt*n {a< i- tb; cuv.om of ibe otj 

tiun of a n.wv Onneebor) b> a >cur« r.ob’-imi’.n, whose d'fildencc tndured h*in 
to conle^nl luiTO^If wUb the arothrr Of this din'idenre Ids fnendi 

!nse to coT»t.>tArn, as n rome clera'-i lirf*.? of his onn on U c 

OCCAs\*3, 
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As, weaned with the wotid he seeks aga n 
f he p3S® better l mes and greater men , 

If nth p re worship *c )TJUf step* pta^e» 

And youth and health, and rest forget for jx>t> 

OVTion most we serve to whom our bmp bnms bnj,ht 
ThrcB gh tl e I01I5. tols of not icgratefid night) 

\ ei, yet be present * — let the worldly tram 
Mock our chtap joy^ and hate otir useless strain. 
Intent on fa ghied wealth, or proud w rear 
The fle'ce Iberiaa or the pampered steer 
Let sterner $c ence with onwcuied eye 
Explore the cud ng spheres and nap the sky? 

Hu lon^ dnwn mole let lordly commerce son, 

And of h« iron arch the rambetw span 
Yet wh Ic in bum ng characters imprest. 

The poet s lesson sumps the y<>uthful breast — 

B ds the rapt boy oct suffering virtue bleed, 

Adore a brave or bless a gentle d"cd. 

And to wann frcl ng froto the stoned page 
Anse the sam^ the hero or the sage — 

Such be our to 1 1 Nor doubt we to explore 
The thorny maze of dialccttc lore 
To chmb the chanot of the gods or scan 
The secret workings of the sool of man 
at 
\ 


msCELLAXEOVS EOEX^S. 


Upborne aloft on Plato's eagle flight, 

Or the slotr pinion of the Stagjiite ; 

And those grey spoils of Herculanean pride. 

If aught of yet untasted srveets they hide, — 

If Padua’s sage be tliere. or an have power 
To wake Menander from his secret bower. 

. Such be our toil ! Nor vain the labour proves, 

M'hich Oxford honours, and which Gren-.ille loves. 

-On, eloquent and firm — whose -n-aming high 
Rebuked the rising surge of anarchy, 

A^Tien, like those brethren stars to seamen known* 

In kmdred splendour Fift and GrenWde shone ; — 

On in thy glorious course ! not yet the tvave 

Has ceased to lash the shore, nor storm forgot to rave. 

Go on ! and oh ! while adverse factions raise 
To thy pure worth involuntary praise ; 

While Gambia’s sn-arthy tnbes thy mercies bless. 

And from thy counsels date their happiness ; 

Say (for thine Isis yet recalls with pride 
Thy youthful triumphs by her leaQ' side), 

Say, hast thou scorned, ’mid pomp, and wealth, and power. 
The sober transports of a studious hour ? — 


1 The Genuai, said to be £ 2 .\'oanib:c to Tnariners. — Ep. 
2D3 




1// CtLL.t FOl rOLM'i 


No, satesm-n, no —thy patriot f re waa f d 
rroin the mm cmbcn of the night} dead , 

\nd cliy strong sp^ts patient grasp combiscd 
Tl e sowU of ages m a rogJe nind 
— 13» arts 1 Lc thev anidst a rorid of foes, 

E>t of the canh, th \lhenun glory rose , 

Thus b^t and licst of Romans Ivu ns shone , 

Our Somers thus anJ thus vur Clarendon , 

Such Cotbam ms — si ch Crennlle, long be thou. 
Our boost before — oar chief and chuopion bo» I 

EPITAPH ON A \OUNG \\\AL OKFICCE 

Da^f'/ra Tem* m a Sfafiirt T’b-* <■ Atrfi II 
S.SIU3R I if vigour nenc thy frame 
Jf to high 4lee«t5 thy soul « strung 
Rd ere this stono that gives to fame 
The Itave th** virtuous, and iht )Oung" 


•CapuinCoawjrShpr) tbiril »a tv ih l>«n cf <t Asipli 
»lunnnitocutt>v|»ncn-fn»S ewIfcuntiieTssu w Ul the lox U of 1 1* 
fnpaie V rm/u Airfl B-~m. *‘03 m Ite l«n »-4uili jear of h-S *£ 



.‘',riscj:i.jLiXi.ocs fo!:ms. 


For manly beauty decked his form, 

His bright eye beamed with mental power ; 

Resistless as the printer storm, 

Yet mild as summers mildest shower. 

In u-ar’s hoarse rage, in ocean’s strife, 

For skiU, for force, for mercy known ; 

Still prompt to shield a comrade's life. 

And greatly careless of his ov.m. 

Yet, youthful seaman, mourn not thou 
The fate these artless lines recall : 

No, Cambrian ! no ; be thine the vow, 

Like him to live, like him to fall ! 

But hast diou known a father’s care, 

YTio sorrowing sent thee forth to sea, 

Poured for thy weal th’ unceasmg prayer. 

And thought the sleepless night on thee ? 

Has e’er thy tender fancy' flown, 

YTren n'inds were strong and waves were high. 


after nearly suxteen jears of active service ; distinguished by every quality both 
of heart and head which could adorn a man or an ofhcer. Admiral Sir Charles 
Cotton, and the capfains of his fleet, have since erected a monument to his 
memory in the neighbourhood of Fort St Julian. 
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TRANSLATION OF 


AN INSCRIPTION ON A MONUxMENT IN NORWAY, 

InUndtd to perpetuate the Memory of the Friendship of two Persons 
who were living when it was written 

1805. 

“ May every light-iringed moment bear 
A blessing to tiiis noble pair ; 

Long may they love the rural ease 
Of these fair scenes, and scenes like these, — 

The pine’s dark shade, the mountain tall. 

And the deep-dashing v-aterfall. 

And vhen each liallowed spirit flies 
To seek a better Paradise, 

20 / 






Bneath this tjrf thctr Ai'ics (2nr 
S jJl dr-nk !V«r ar-rtrj * gralarjl tear. 

In deadi and I f -! fcc possjs.-’-j 

The nch man a l»rtC, the pocr man s U •ra-S 



»t»i !»?•«(» 

THE SPEECH Oh OfOOKOIS TO PETON 

/rr,m „ o* ^ 

t 

SsxsT thou >on *hd citrd vak vanous fiye 
Refrcshins freapcci to ihi. wainors e»c» 

\ on duskv gro\c >cin garden LloomuiQ 
Tl c tijrf of vcHct.aE'* ot cn*\Lthe air? 

Surcharged snih streets the br^id nr cr gbdes, 

The lihes bending ow it. alter tidis 

'\’hile through the coj h *n bashful beauty gron-s 

The dark lasunancc o» tb* Imfcmg ro^ 

Now seen, {osi.%m\l thv tlo’scry more 
ith slender foot the nnali- pheasant stmts 
*«» 
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The ringdove’s murmur lulls tlie cypress dell, 

And richest notes of trancfed Philomel. 

Still, still tlie same, through ever}' circling year, 
Umvearied Spring renews an Eden here. 

And mark, my friend, where many a sylph-hke maid 
Weaves the lithe dance beneath the citron’s shade ! 
Wicre, chief, of Touran’s king the matchless child 
Beams like a sun-ray through this scented wdld ; 

Sitara next, her sister, beauteous queen ! 

Than rose or fairest jasmine fairer seen ; 

And last their Turkish maids, whose sleepy eyes 
Laugh from beneath each envious veil’s disguise ; 

Wliose length of locks the coal-black musk disclose, 
Their forms the cypress, and tlieir cheeks the rose, 

While on their sugared lips the grape’s rich water glows. 

4 

How blest the traveller not forbid to stay 
Tn such sweet bow’ers the scorching summer’s day ! 

How famed the knight whose dauntless arm should bear 
To great Khi-Kusroo’s court a Turkish fair ! 




m^CJr/Jr\rotn\ros.\{$\\\ \ i 


TROM THE MOAELAKAH OF llARCTH 

i8>6. 

\vp, A^tru, lovel) sojourner' toll ihou foreake our lind, 
Forgetful of iht plighted »ows on Shammas glittenng sand? 
*Jo more in Shoreb a rugged dell 1 aee lJu.e by my side. 

No more in kathas mead of green where 'ocsi! waters glide! 

In Ajla and m Shobiihan all lone!) I go. 

And vVitrefore sleep has fled my soul and fast mysonows flow 

\ et am 1 loved, and yet my eyes behold the beacon light 
IVTiich Hindi kindles on her hilL to lure me through the night , 




Broad as the dawn from Akik’s brow its ruddy embers shine. 
But Hindu’s heart may ne\er meet an answering glow in mine ! 
And 1 must seek a nobler aid against consuming care, 
t^Tiere all the brethren of my tribe the battle bow prepare. 


My camel with the mother-bird in swiftness well may vie, 

Tall as a tent, ’mid desert sands that rears her progeny, 

That lists the murmur of the breeze, the hunter’s lightest sound 
With stealthy foot at tvilight fall soft gliding o’er the ground 


jdi'i V.-. 
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Now up, now down, like withered leatcs that flit before the . 
wind, 

On her I stem the buniicg noon that strikes the raliant blind. 

k cs, we hare heard an angrj sound of danger from afir, — 

Our brother’s bands of Tayleb’sseed haie braved us to the war. 
The good and etal they confound, their words are fierce and 
fell 

"Their league," say they “is with the tnbe that in the desert 
dwell" 

Their men of tmghi have met by night, and as the day began 
A proud and a disdainful shout throughout their army ran, 

And horses neighed, and camels saeamed, and man cned out 
on man! 


THE BOKE OF THE PUKPLE FAUCON 

/i/ armwttntt It Rtmawt dm Grand Pamt-smtlti 

itoj 

Yt IS a k>'nge both l)Tie smd felle. 

That hyght Sir Clandyus Pantagruelle, — 

The BoVe of ihe ^^lT7lle Favcoa " mas coraposed and TealM ext'inpo^ 
•hae waging « iih a friend one laoonCgM nlgtt. W e were uILiitg cT the old 
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The fynest and fellest, more or lesse, 
Of alle the k}Tiges in Hcadienesse. 
That S)Te was Soudan of Suny'e, 

Of CEstrick and of Cappadocie, 

His erne was Lorde, I understonde, 

Of all Cathaye and of Bcehman londe. 
LXX, Dukes, that were soe mghte, 
Served him by daie and by nighte. 
Thereto he made him a lothely messe, 
Everie mominge more or lesse, — 

A manne chylde of VII. yere age, 
Thereof he seethed hys pottage. 
Everie Imyghte who went that waye, 
His nose and ears was fayne to paye ; 
Sothely, as the Romaunts teUe, 

For the d)Tier of Pantagruelle. 

Yn all the londes of Ethiophe 
Was ne so wordry a k}mge as hee. 


Lc royaume 
de Pantagru* 
die. 


Comment 
Pantagruelle 
tena>t bonne 
table et 
feso^t belle 
chere ; 


et estoyt 
digne roy. 


Ande it befelle upon a daye 

Thys Pantagruelle he went to playe 


fabliaux and romances, with which his memory tras full, and tve continued our 
Walk till long past midnight He said that it was a very e.isy style, and that 
lie could imitate it v.ithout an effort ; and as ho went along he recited, compos- 
ing as he recited, the happiest imitation of the George-Elhs Specimens winch I 
eaersaw .'^ — Letter la Airs, Ileber, " Life," xo\.i p 341. 
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Coinin«ft T 


ah his Ladje thatte iv9s soe hnghte, 

Yn her bo fre jn alle mcnnes syghte , 
Thatte Ladjre was bi^hte Cyce!^ 

And thereto sange shee 

Alle nto Grekysh as she colde best — 

Lambeth Sided Apocatest*’ 

Namely M) love yf thou wouldest wynne 
Bnnge wytl thee a purple faucon ynne ” 
Thatte Jaye made h>-m sadde and sowre 
And careful cane hee ado^vne the towre. 
He la)de h s hedde upon a stone 
For sorrow h)'s lyfe was welln gh fonCj 
He sobbed amayne and s ghM sore 
Alacke Qcde for esermore" 

H)s page he broughte lum hys helroette 
Thatte was clcpM Alphabet 
He donned h)3 bootes made of the skyn 
Of loup-gaiou and of gobbelyn 
And hys hanbcrke that las soe harde 
Yno'en welle of sj^kenarde 
V igile hadde made that cote aimure 
Wth hlaumetiy fenced and guarded sure 
And llypocras and Ary stole 
Had woiea the lynges of thatte cote. 
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He toolce h3's spere that Tras so strong, 
Hj’S axe ^vas sharpe, his'sworde rvas long, 
And thj-s the de^*j’se upon his shielde — 
A red rose 5 Ti a greene fielde, 

And under, }ti language of S}Tie, 

“ Belle rose que tu es jolye.” 


I'O' commence le // Ckant du Bon Roy Partiagruelle. 

Lysten, Lord)T 3 ges, to the tale 
Of Pantagruelle and hys travayle. 

He through many a lande has gone, 
Pantagruelle hjanself alone ; 

Many a h)'ll most hyghe has dome, 

Many a broade rivhre has swome. 

He paste through Cathaj’e and Picardie, 
Babylon, Scotland, and Italic ; 

And asked of alle as ji: befelle, 

But of no adventure herde he telle, 

Tyl after manie a wearie daye, 

Lyghtly he came to a foreste graye : 
hlanie an aundent oke dyd grotve, 

Doddered and fiynged with mj'sletoe ; 
Sfanie an ashe of paly hue 
tihyspered j-n every breeze that blewe. 
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PantagrueUe hafli swome by Mahcmne 

B>e Termagaunt and by Abadoune 

Bye Venus lhatte was soe steme and «tronse 

And ApoU Q widi homes longe 

And other fiendes of Manmetryc 

That the ende of that foresee be would sea 


Lysten Lord nges the soothe I tell 
Nothyng was true that here belelle 
i* Fcr*> But all the o^cs that Aourisl ed soe free 

• hu <«■ 

Flounshed only in giamar e 
In that same foreste ootl ng grewe 
But broad and daike the boughes ofyew 
Sothely I tell you, and ndede 
There was many a wicked weede 
There was the wolf bane gtecne and high^ 
^Vhoso smelletb (be same shall d e 
And the long grasse wyth poyson muted 
Adders coyled and hys ed betwut 

\ n thatte same chace myghte noe man hear 
Hunter a bon^ or hounde or deer , 

Neytner dared yn thatte wood to goe 
Coney or martin or hare or doe 
«06 
v 
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Nor on the shawe the b}Tdes gay, 

Starling, Cuckoo, or PopjTijay ; 

But Gryphon fanged, and'biistly Boare, 
Gnarred and fomed hys way before. 

And the beeste who can falsely weepe, 
Crocodilus, was here goode chepe ; 

SatjT, and Leopard, and Tygris, 

Bloody Camelopardalys, 

And every make of beestes bolde, 

Nestled and roared in that their liolde. 
Dayes and nyghtes but only IV, 

And Pantagruelle could tyde no more. 
Hys shoulders were by hj's helmet wome. 
He was a wear)'e w}'ghte forlome. 

And hys cheeke thatte uns soe redde, 
Colde and darke as the beaten ledde. 

Hys destriere might no further passe. 

It lothed to taste that evyl grasse. 

Heavy he dombe from offe hys steede, 

Of hj-s lyfe he stoode in drede : 

“Alacke, alacke, CyceUe, 

Here I dye for love of thee ! ” 

Forth through tlie thorny brake hee paste, 
Tylle hee came to a poole at laste ; 
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And b>e that poole of water cleie 
Satte a manne ch^e of se^ en yere 
Clothed he vas in scarlet and groine, 
Cloth of Sliver and cordovame , 

As a field flower he was faire. 

Seemed he was some Erie’s heir. 

And perchynge on hjs wnste so free 
A purple Faucon there was to see 
Courteous hee turned hym to that Peere, 
But Pantagruelle made soty cheare. 

Highe and stately that boje bym bare, 
And bade hym abyde hys Father there ' 
^Vheo the Father was there yn place, 
Never had ksyght so foul a face 
He was tusked as anie boare, 

Brystly behmd and eke before, 

Lyons stanng as they were wood, 

Salvage bull that kveth on blood , 

He w as fylthy as any sowe, 

Blacke and hairy as a black cowe , 

All yn a holy pnesfs attyre. 

Never was seeoe so fowle a syre 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


■V^TIITTEN AT BIRMINGHAM DURING A 
SLEEPLESS NIGHT, 

Occasioned ly a Ball icing held in the same Inn. 

Sto ’n iriroi 7/ vPiO. •ccivOas oSoiTipij. {aaesai dvopl, 
'Omrep ivKslperiv ■nor Inepxipeyos nro\U 0 pop, 

*H eXetrijp Aei't/ijr, 7; BfXcrroJ’a, 7^ Bpcplxapov 
XoXjriroXfP, iplXov oTnoy iyivopoi 'Htpalaroio' 

Kol rise of; peya\z)v hni-iiSevovaiv iopTry 


Proh Deos ! certe magnus dolor peregrino erit \'iro, 
Quicunque bene habitatam aliquando adveniens civitatem, 
Aut nobilem Lyciam, aut Bilstonem, aut Bremichamum 
^ris-civitatem, charam domum ob virtutem-mirabilis Vul- 
cani. 


NOT^E. 

V. 510 'Oooiniptp avopl. Qiiis foret ille peregrinus non adhuc satis constat. 
Herculcm Scholiastes, Thesea alii mtelhgiint. Non animadvertere sci- 
licet boni interpretes de seipso Poetam lia;c loqui, quern Poetam laspida 
fuisse Anglo-Phoenicem ipse supri demonstiavi : Excurs. i v. 17. hujus 
libri. Et tamen d. Turnebo Moses his versibus annul ddetur : qu.am 
verfe, judicent alii. 

V. 512. Ubinam sit ilia L^-cia mihi hasret aqua. Lyciam Asiaticam faciunt vet. 
Schol. absurde : de Anglicanis enira cmUitibus agitur, neque m-dKlcBpop 
ista Lycia. Acvkiip Hemsterhusius legit, nulbs annuentibus Codd. 
Nescioan a lupis nomen habens nunc etiara ore temaculari XVolver- 
hamfion audit, De Bilstone et Bremichamo ebam in ceieberrimo 
Tacobo Tbomsono Bremiekam imeniraus : 

“Thy thnnd’ring pa\eineot, Bremicham.” 
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\USCErLA\EOVS POCVS 


Xc(Vc«' iri iiTfi/mti $tlit (Ol tSun 

"E'S tpa Tar»\;x^ 

E« pti rt t»i iriftt <{jienerTrr 

Et tunc quidetn magnum cum studio-jurant festnm 
Fabn vin multom divjto, quibus raldc omnibus 
i£s m xdibus Dcus (\ ulcnnus sc) et aunim dedit 
Inde ergo per totam nocton-durantibus chons delectant sutiw* 
cor 

Vitgines benecmcts, et nn puIchro-roodo-pulvenileotL 

(Sc pulvcrosum habente* C8p“^ 


Not*. 

V $14. Nsa bo'; UJe (ut “idnitr) tmiUB pan'crr BmJKhjmcoiES, exctu^™* 

mim fuiss' idrrnsRi utu coiuut Lfso Bono: tone tgi 

Cb knfs CXI t mat Uito uiuumodi eiun socris omcsi exUudebBf'^^r 
»n etUmenr 519 4 r/»»»<i*orl«r»»»a]TOUinui UtobsccBnaes*“’* 
■sbe sallationcs moBeCte Abresevt nx t fuimiu Mu nsCis mas’^ 
exib^CTettexal usspnclIiUaboRin'liasfcrescccjiisios. Taliaro^^ 
r«Li CaQi on ba] pari An^I ce So a " 

\ j:8 iripit tiivUrrtf D* Bartanco captu ornatn tsirtnm innotaJ' 
triton fonasM ot trsne aieiuneo am Vid<ar aggressos AXX 
tIftifinTat. i\cscaBt jroiiom qnod mtrr phinmas Baibarorem je*"'®* 
HotMnto u se. ct Catfm et Aflflos ioo» eral ftttmij Inrdo nj4®™ 
ureirum »( araO bus fo t om emter et deuide albo ip orlam puJ*®* 
worposere « ronserer* ritatftrra Oittc* bli^ poudri 
“ten fstetms 

^ 5*^ Noo mlnfera sreglnoTin. vthtfcmeuY tbomu ir E^iw Glasguefl*^ 

at inTeriori caoieta pe*busqBe sahaauum tub;ecn. 

StO 



MISCELLANEOUS FOEMS. 


"Zaaiiiit (’zepBe iroiai' yk-crai fiiyat, cD yap (Kasrot 
S50 rf\X' T-Sl.'?, KpltTity) o tit oi’parhy yseu 

'E<r Sc xfcrai y\vKtpkp pc\o!, crvplyyui-, 

’AXV 6 Jctrot frcpBc rafl/fcrat ax>'iricyot K^p 
M<ppg dioceXfu K\iOds, «ycg re rparef^, 

XeRcffiy off/ cir! ffcrsToi- c'x'-’’') off/ Spifiactv Crror. 

K. T. X. 

Motus sub pedibus fit raagnus, bene vero unusquisque 
Salit, multum sudans, odor vero nidoris ad ccelum ascendit 
Ljararum vero cfTunditur dulcis sonus aut tibiarum — 
Advena verb infra sedet dolore afiectus cor 
Sedili inhonesto reclinans, vacuaque mensS, 

Labris neque dbum habens, nec oculis somnum, &c. 



. KOT^. 

V. 52^, Observandum est qnam mini arte Poeta sui viatoris patnuia innuit 
pudorem. Si nerape Scotus fuisset Hibemusve, mirum esset, Be innati 
fretus andacii. Anglice, “ sporlinB a fttr,” cosnam sibi, et gratis, com- 
parasset. Cum i ero et Anglus sit, et ingenui padoris puer, manet im- 
motus fiaipSpevdt Trep dura eniplo tardoque coquorum auxilio sibi cibus 
. paiatur. Pe Angiorum raodestii vide cb XiarWanduia in hunc locum. 
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'i/scsLu \/:ocs roEUS 


TO R- \X IlAY, ESQ 

Att Syo* 1 S 97 

7nnH3ik •nJvvf, daCe!:^*mCirtiisr^}- r''^ 

itnil nu Vlu»k<l OriatdftCirtaiduSfLuuE xvuFu-P' 

Ss-c b-c 

Kojia mcin Freund leh bitte, nut tmnin Xfo"tag ru 
Aber ich muss dir sagcn ton auslmdisches Es»en 
Cebe ich dir nut Schinkcn GeschmacL die sanerc Kraater, 
Nicht die herrluJie fisthe die kostbire Suppe des Sttrlet, 

Oder ffiit salzem Ouiter den Barsch dca srsfsergekociitCD. 

Lnd, ach, Itider des Armuihs den gutes eonrcfiichen RbeJ** 
trcin 

Hier beLommest du oicht au$ gn.ncn Closer getnmken, 

Und das diekcs Bier was Iiebt der darsjge Oeutscher I 
Hier Sind Uos» Karjoffeia, und nur em geraltiges Bafttiolh 
Oder eio Scbcpscnbraten und cm Pair Kuchltin nut 2urge» 
Lnd ein Sala^ und EngUsebes Bict uod ^\asber von Schweppe, 
Und '' allnusse nach Tisch nut rotblicbcni V' euivon Oportd 
Also bleib icU uidessen, 

Atu einSr wohrea Hocbaditang, 

loeber Herr Hoy 

Euer uatetbanigvter, 

Reginald Heber. 

Die Zeit 1 st holb sechS — die Zooz/meine ogene Stube. 
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MISCELLAXEOUS POEMS. 


A .FRAGMENT. 

Aficr the manner cf Speraer. 

And by that mansion’s western side there stoode 
An ancient bonTe enuTapte in darkest shade 
Of sacred elde, and mde-encirclmg woode ; 
Seembd it was for saintlye abbesse made. 

Strong were the doors m’th )Ton barrs arraide 
For fear of foe that tliem enharmen myghte, 

Ne any durst that fort for to invade, 

For by the wicket grate, bothe daye and nyghte, 

A snowy gaurdian sate, of old that Bunny highte. 

And all withinne were books of various lore, 

St. Leon’s toils, and Bible nothinge newe. 

And needle-work, and artists’ busie store 
Of crumbling chalke, and tyntes of everie hue j 
And on the ground, most terrible to view, 

Dame Venus’ mangled limbs were strewed around : 
For soothe to tell, the goddess env}'0us grewe 
'W’hen here she saw myght fairer forms be found. 
And dashed in pieces small her statue on the ground. 

Such is that boivre, but who sludl dare pourtraye 
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^mC£LLAXXOlS 


What sister faines iIjcw their spells coraliire? 

She, vhose j oun-e chanos the nigged harte cold s«;c 
Of prebte olde, and neser tamed divine. 

She, Imineressc of Spenser (mister mine), 

Angelic hniseresse, m whose darke ey e 

Dothe wit s Wilde glance and playful beauty shuJ^ 

And she of shapeliest fonn and stature highe, 

And meeLe LBconsaous state, and winning taajesfcfc 



ntA.ssunov of an ode of klopsttocks 

, »Sc9. 

HE. 

Selma) if ot.r love die fates should sever, 
bear thy spint from the world below, 

TheA shall mire eyes be wet with tears for ever, 
Eaciv gloonj mim, each night of darLer woe. 
Each hV-r, that passed so snoi la thy embmemg. 
Each Sjanue kerafy fcl,, sljaU ftrec 3 t«ir , 

The lovs,\’*’S m^sthsl the jcars so slowly pacing’ 



M/SCJSLZAA^rOUS POEMS. 


SHE. 

My Selmar ! ah, if from thy Selma parted, 

Th}' soul should first the paths of darkness tread. 
Sad were my course, and short, and broken-hearted. 
To weep those lonely days, tliat dismal bed ! 

Each hour that erst in converse sweet returning 
Shone with tliy smile or sparkled u-itli thy tear. 
Each lingering day should lengthen out my mourning, 
The days that passed so swiftly and so dear I 

HE. 

And did I promise, Selma, years of sorrow? 

And canst thou linger only days behind ? 

Few minutes, few, be mine from fate to borrow. 

Near thy pale cheek and breathless form reclined, 
Press thy dead hand, and, wildly bending o’er thee, 
Print one last kiss upon thy glazhd eye. 

SHE. 

Nay, Selmar, nay — I uill not fall before tliee ; 

That pang be mine ; thou shalt not see me die : 
Some few sad moments on thy death-bed Ijmg, 

By thy pale corpse ray trembling frame shall be ; 
Gaze on thy altered form, then inly sighing. 

Sink on that breast, and wax as pale as thee. 
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SOSG TO A SCOTCH AIE. 

itti: 

^ hirj* »iih I ♦ref c.'n.rscl 

TTat nnp t}< fcrtil JjU srrx.c.1 , 
n-t twtcict of a!l 
■n-c stru-M «h ch (alJ 
V'Tiea «i*h »oe? is CTCworf. 

'\‘hcn ecU arit-en ftom hfi ctU , 

I)«t tweeter to me, 

"fwn I Ittt to (‘W, 

Ulio wak ti Uie northern hy to wtl 

'<«Tyr:a^>i?S9» 

THE RISING OF THE SUN 

T»» If 
till. 

U *KE I w^kc I wake to the hooting ' 

Wake je, waket the morning 13 cigh 1 
ChiU/ the breews Uow 
Up from the tea Utow, 

J 18 



MISCELLAiyEOUS POEMS. 


Chilly the twilight creeps over the sky ! 

Mark how fast the stars are fading ! 
I^Iark'how wide the dawn is spreading ! 
Many a fallow deer 
Feeds in the forest near ; 

Now is no time on the heather to lie ! 

Rise, rise ! look on the ocean ! 

Rise ye, rise, and look on the skj' ! 

Sofdy the vapours sweep 
Over the level deep, 

Softly the mists on the waterfall lie ! 

In the cloud red tints are glowing, 

On the hill the black cock ’s crowing ; 

And through the welkin red 
See where he lifts his head, 

(Forth to the hunting!) the sun’s riding high! 



SONG TO A WELSH AIR. 

i8i2. 

The moon in silent brightness 
Rides o’er the mountam brow, 
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\.ISC£U fOiS fCl S'il 


TTf mm iiPcecy*) >cfl^ 
Hs^ clid i'*t »al- l<’ «f , 
Abw c th; l>cwer 

Da/k '«rc»ottf iry»Ji*'StTef , 
li 14, It nthe hc.r 
OH ' toire, ny lave, lo tne 

The (‘eirv oi lu^ht hate irel fOe 
Utile rarJenn^ 

Tiiy uttier* lutx!* Uirt rt,— 

I or l> fcareO for thee 
J ertft Unrath t^y loatr, 

1 clkinl/cil the ivy uet , 

And btesvid be the hwjt 
That bn&^ toy love to me. 

1 Uft my ehosen tiambcrt 
In )'osder cope below , 

Each «wor lightly iJumben, 
Ilia band apon hiv bow 
From forth a tyrant s rower 
They «im to tet thee free , 

It 14, It n the hour, 

Oh I come, my love, to me: 
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/if/SC£LLAXJS0l7S POEMS. 


INSCRIPTION 

Prvpsscd for the Vac prtitnUd to Sir Waiktr. WtlUsnu Wynn, by the Nohliir 
end Gentry of Dtr.iighsk'.re, at the conclusion of the War in iSij 


1815 


“Ask ye why around me hrine 
Tendrils of the Gascon \ine ? 

Ask ye why, in martial pride, 
Sculptured laurels deck my side, 
Blended with that noble tree, 

Badge of Albion’s liberty ? 

Cambria me, for glory won 
By the waves of broad Garonne, 

Sends to greet her bravest son ! 

Proved beyond the western deep 
By rebel clans on Ulster’s steep j 
Proved, where first on Gallia’s plain 
The banished lily bloomed again ; 

And proved where ancient bountj’ calls 
The traveller to his father’s halls ! 

Nor marr'el, then, tliat round me hme 
The oak, the laurel, and the vane ; 
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tot' 


U. I •!» C^b la » ’>■1 tJ MC 
llff t-f <iyt~rf 

Net Cx’T.irzi ^et, m A«st ttjrrtf 
To tf t’-c H-isa tA;r» t ' 



TiJfOUR'S' COISCILS. 

iii< 

EM«i Md kW-^ tr brj Mtnj, 

To T»r5o-r*. couarU bezi tW nj j 
"Hif lordly Tarir. 

Tbs Pcrian anj, deret*<l tj-c. 


* T^B>0W ./irrfotMfj, 


»» •*9fe»»viw fl.,, ^ 

«» Knwed tafctt 


H ttuf uJitr 
TKiiartfKt'f 



MISCELLAKEOUS POEMS. 


The vassal Russ, and, lured from far, 
Circassia’s mercenar)'' war. 

But one there came, uncalled and last. 
The spirit of the wintry blast 1 
He marked, while WTapt in mist he stood, 
The purposed track of spoil and blood ; 
He marked, unmoved by mortal woe, 
Tliat old man’s eye of s\varthy glow ; 

That restless soul, whose single pride 
Was cause enough that millions died ; 

He heard, lie saw, till envy woke, 

And thus the voice of thunder spoke : — 
“And hopest thou thus, in pride unfurled. 
To bear those banners through the world ? 
Can time nor space thy toils defy ? 

• O king, thy fellow-demon I ! 

Servants of Death, alike we sweep 
The wasted earth or shrinking deep ; 

And on the land, and o’er the wave. 

We reap the harvest of the grave. 

But thickest tlien that harvest lies, 


tiy the rigours of a premature winter, which pre'.entcd his march to Cliina 
Timour died at Otrar, seventy-six leagues from Samarcand. 
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‘•.riscn/j.^iyEocs poems. 


Tlie thrush from his holly, the lark from his cloud, 

Their chorus of rapture sang jowal and loud ; 

From the soft vernal skj- to the soft grassy ground. 

There was beauty above me, beneath, and around- 

The mild soutliem breeze brought a shower from the hUl, 
And yet, though it left me all dropping and chill, 

I felt a new pleasure, as onward 1 sped, 

To gaze where tlie rainbow gleamed broad overlicad. 

Oh ! such be life’s journey, and such be our skill 
To lose in its blessings the sense of its ill ; 

Through sunshine and shower may our progress l>e even, 
And our tears add a charm to the prospect of heaven ! 



MAN’S PILGRIMAGE. 

1817. 

On for the morning gleam of youth, the half-unfolded flower 
That sparkles in the diamond dew of that serener houf 1 
What time the broad and level sun shone gaily o’er the sea 

And in the woods the birds awoke to songs of ecstacy. 

21 -3 
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'iirscciLAifroLs rofv^ 


The suD that gilJs the middle arch of mm s maturer day 
sm tes I eavy on the p Ignma head ho plods h s dusty «ay 
1 1 e 1 tds are fled to deeper shades— U c dc vy flow ers are dned 
A d lojo that th the day was bom, before the d vlas i d 
For nho can prom se to 1 s soul a Uanqu I e\cn dc ? 

\es t! 0 oh tl e dew 11 (.learn anew— though f om ts western 
sky 

Tl e s n w 11 g c as m Id a ra) as mom nj, could suppl>— 
Thouoh f 0 n her tufted thorn aga n w 11 s ng the n t ngale 
\ ct 1 1 1 nil tl e ear of age enjoy her tender talc 
Aednoht 11 fndustolnoon hjojlesitra I om 
Ford y must pass andngUmus come befo another jnon 



SOVG TO A IITLSH AIR 

8 7 

I » OURN not the foKSt wluise erdure s dym 
I mourn not the Snmoicr hose beauty s o r 
I weep for U® hopes that for e er arc fly ng 
I s for t\ie worth that I si gl ted before 
3^ 



.WSCELLA^rrOUS POEMS. 


And sigh to bethink me ho^v vain is ray sighing, 

For love, once extinguished, is kindled no more. 

The Spring may return with his garland of flowers, 
And wake to new rapture the bird on the tree ; 

The Summer smile soft through his crystalline bowers ; 

1'he blessings of Autumn wave brown o’er the lea ; 
The rock may be shaken, the dead may awaken, 

But the friend of my bosom returns not to me. 



CAROL FOR MAY-DAY. 

1817. 

Queen of fresh flowers, 
’t\Tiom vernal stars obey. 
Bring thy warm showers. 
Bring thy genial ray. 
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Sl2SCELlA\EOVS FOEMt 


Iq uatuit^a giteucst Irrct) drest, 

Deacecd on eaith’s expcciant breast. 

To earth and heasca a-wetcoToe guest, 

Thou ineny month of May 5 

Mark hov ire meet thee 
At dawn of dewy day * 

Hark’ hoa ue ,;reet tbee 
Wth our roundelay ' 
hiJe ail U-i goodiv things that be 
In tanit, and a^, and ample ua . 

Are irating op to nelcome thee, ' 
Thou m.rT) raooth of May ! 

Flocks on the isoaomms, 

And birds upon their spray. 

Tree, turf, and founlauis, 

VII hold holiday , 

And L<s>e, the hfe of living Ihmgs, 

Love his torch, Loic claps his rings, 
And Icucund ride thy praises angs, 

Thou m<n> month of May i 




MISC££lAX£OUS rO£MS. 



ON HEAVENLY AND EARTHLY HOPE. 


Reflected on the lake I love 
To see the staR of evening glow, — 
So tranquil in the heaven above, 

So restless in tlie wave below. 

Thus heavenly hope is all serene, 

But earthly hope, how bright soe’er, 
Still fluctuates o’er this changing scene. 
As false and fleeting ,as ’t is fair. 
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\mc£LU veoas fob ms 


TO 

Whex I was sick, how patiently thou sat’»t beside my bed J 
tVhen I was faint, how lovingly thine arm upheld my head 1 
^Vhen I was weaned out with pim, perverse m miseiy. 

How ready was thy watchful aid my wishes to supplyl 
And thou art sick, and thou art weak, Mid thiu art tacked with 
pam, 

Hut cheerful still, unttmed of ill, does yet thy heart reouuni 
And have I nursed and tended thee since l^rst thygnefs began ’ 
Forgive, fotgtvei my the sel/ishn«.«> of man ) 



BOW MEETING SONG 

Merrv nrebers, come with me I 
Come with me, come with me, 
Merry arihcia, come with me 
To our\ent beside the holly I 




MlSCELLAiXLOVS POERfS. 


Summer gilds the smiling day. 

Summer clothes tlie tufted spray, 

Earth is green and heaven is gay, 
Wherefore should we not be jolly? 

hleriy' archers, come, &a 

Here is friendship, mirth is here. 
Woodland music, woodland cheer. 

And, mth hope and blended fear, 

Here is lote's delightful folly. 

Our life, alas ! is fraught with care, 

And mortals all must have their sliare. 
But 3'et to-day « e well may spare 
From our load of melancholy. 

Merr)' archers, come trith me ! 
Come with me, come with me ; 
Meny ardiers, come with me 
To our tents beside the holly I 



parody of LISTON’S “BEAUTIFUL MAID.” 

hly fishmonger told me that soles were most dear : 

I trembled to hear what he said, 
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M/SC£LtA\SOVS POE VS. 


I Of salmon and slinmps ’tiras the flTong time of year, 

So I pitched on a Beauhful Mati 
I brought home my beaatiful maid, 

" Here, coot, dress this beautiful maid) 

Come, boil tt, don’t spoil it, but see it nel] don^ 

And I 11 dine on my beautiful maid 1 ” 

Cut an ugl) black cat — I speak it «iUi gnef— 

My delicate (it bit «^>taid 

rht cook turned her back, and the loOg nhistered thief 
Ran a>ia) with my beautiful maid I 
She claired up my beautiful maid 1 
She eloped irith my beautiful maid ' 

O pussy, you hussy, oh t what have > ou done ? 

Vou ’ve eat up my beautiful maid I 

FARFWELL. 

ai% 

Wj«tj» eyes arc beaming 

UTsai Dceet tongue might tell , 
tVTien teats ate streaming 
From fhar ciystal cell, 

Z30 



M/SCEILAA^0(/S poems. 


hands are linhed that dread to part, 
And heart is met by throbbing heart, 

Oh, bitter, bitter is the smart 
Of them that bid farewell 1 

IMien liopc is chidden 
That fain of bliss would tell. 

And love forbidden 
In the breast to dwell, 

V/hcn, fettered by a viewless chain, 

We turn and gaze and ttun again, 

Oh, death were mercy to the pain 
Of those tliat bid larewell ! 



THE OUTWARD-BOUND SHIP. 

1819 

As BORNE along with favouring gale 
And streamers w'aving bright, 
How gaily sweeps the glancing sail 
O’er yonder sea of light ! 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


And pinching care is lurking there, 
And dark ambition’s swell, 

And some that part with bursting heart 
From objects loved too well ; 

And many a grief \rith gazing fed 
On 5 'onder distant shore, 

And many a tear in secret shea 
For friends beheld no more ; 

Yet sails the ship with streamers drest 
And shouts of seeming glee : 

0 God ! how loves the mortal breast 
To hide its miser)’ ! 



BOW-MEETING SONG. 

' Ye spirits of our fathers. 

The hardy, bold and free. 

Who chased o’er Cress)’’s gorj’ field 

A fourfold enemy ! 
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m^CElIA \EOl,S POl MS 


From u? «bo lore your sjhan game. 

To you the song shall floa, 

To the lame of jour nsme ' 

Who so bravely bent the bow 


T was mcfiy then m England 
(Our ancient records tell), 

U ith Robin Hood ind I ittle John 
Ulio dncii by down and dell, 
And jet ve love the bolt) outlaw 
^\■ho braved a tjTont foe, 

MTiose cheer was the deer, 

And his only fnend the bow 


Twas men> then in England 
In Autumns dewj room, 

^Vhen edit? started from her hill 
To hear the bugle horn. 

And beautv, mirth, and wamor worth 
In ga*\> of green did go 
rhe shade to mvadc 
V\ith the arrow and the bow 


YeUpirits of our lathers 1 
Ehtend to us jour care. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS 


Among your children yet are found 
The valiant and the fair. 

’T is meny yet in Old England, 
Full well her archers know, 

And shame on their name 
l^Tio despise the British bow ! 


■ TO A WELSH AIR, 

* * Codtad yr H) dod 

Why that neck of marble whiteness. 
Why that hair of sunny bnghtness, 
Form of perfect mould ; 

^^^Jy those fnngbd eyelids screening 
Lights of love and liquid meaning, 
I^Tiile the heart is cold? 

Shame on her whose pride or malice 
With a lover’s anguish dallies. 

Scorn our scattered reason rallies; 
Thou shalt mourn thy tjTant sallies 
Ere that thou art old — ^j’oung Alice, 
Ere that thou art old ! 
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MJSCELLAXEOUS POEA/S. 


When thrice nine little years are flown 
Hath left her parents to bemoan 
With bitter tears, the early dead 
By whom their house is widowed. 

For nought remains, now she is gone, 
That love or hope may rest upon. 

And she hath left her palace home 
To sleep witliin the narrow tomb. 

Yet may her race, or good men feign, 
Revive from such distress again. 



I. 

" O Capt.vis of the Moorish hold, 
Unbar thy gates to me, 

And 1 will give thee gems and gold, 
To set rem-sodo free, 
as? 




A'iscf / iAVFOi'% r^yrvs: 

l rt 1 a »acrc4 tolh hat# 

A pil^iffl to miuin. 

Till ] return mth l.ara*< 

71 c noblwt Lo>?ht of f paia.* 

II 

'* I oml rhnviun jnwtJi," the captain SJ'd. 
Thy suit IS soon denied , 

Femando loves a Moomb nu <1, 

And iviU «vih va ah»«l« 

Rwouoced IS cvesy Chr^un nw, 

The turUin he hath UVn, 

And Ian thus hath lost hn- ktng^t. 

The boldest iuiight ©f Spam.* 


Pale marble pale, the pl^m tuned. 

\ cold and deadly dye , - 

, Then in hu cheeks the blushes burned, 
^nd anger in hu eye. 

(\rom forth hi* cowl a ringlet bnght 
Fell down of golden gram), 

Basd Moor * to slander t-an’s knight, 
Tlm^boldest knight of Spun ! 



MISCELLAffEOVS POEMS. 


IV, 

“Go, look on Lugo’s goi^,' field I 
Go, look on Tayo’s tide ! 

Can ye foiget the red-cross shield 
That all 3'our host defied ? 

Albania's varriois turned to flight, 
Granada’s sultan slain, 

Attest the worth of Lara’s knight. 

The boldest knight of Spain ! ” 

V. 

“ By Allah, yea ! ” witli eyes of fire 
The lordly paynim said, 

“Granada’s sultan was my sire, 

^^Tio fell by Lara’s blade ; 

And though thy gold were forty-fold, 
Tlie ransom were but vain 
To purchase back thy Christian knight, 
The boldest knight of Spain,” 


VI, 

“Ah, IMoor ! the life that once is shed 
No vengeance can repay ; 

And who can number up the dead 
That fall in Irattle fray? 



V!' '■/'/ 1 1\fOVS fonrs 


TJiys' If in nunjr a maji*) 

ITa. 1 t run) a fttbcrsbinf 
Then ng: not thus 'caiiut lan'i kaghl, 
TI e boMi-st fcnt^Tt of Spsio-" 
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“ Ard who ait ilou, whose pilsfltn 
Thy Iieaulics iH may ihroud ^ 

The TocTca of gohV the heaweS brcist, 

A moon beneath i eloud?— * 

Uilt thou our Vfoonsh creed reate, 

And here mth me tcinaiB? 

He may depart,— that captive bught, 
The conquered knight of Spam.'’ 


*' Ah, speak not so with toictf of wix 
The snv^enng stranger cried , 
‘‘Another cre^ i-nuy not fajO'*’, 

Nor Lve anotberl bndel 
Fernanda’s wife nut yield her life. 
But not her bonJur ttam. 



MISCriJA.KEOt^S FO£.^^;S. 


IX- 

Anti knoiv’Et thou, thtn. how hard a doom 
lliy hushand j-ct lua)- l#car? — 

The feucrcd limhs, the living tomb. 

The damp and noisome air? 

Ill lonely cave, and void of light, 

To drag a helpless cJiain, 

Tliy pride condemns the Chri»tian knight, 
Tlie {trop and pride of Spain ! 


“ Oh that within that dungeon's gluoni 
His sorroivs I might share, 

And cheer him in Uiat Irving tomb 
tVitli love, and liopc, and piaur! 
But still the faith J onre liaic plight 
Unbroken must lemain. 

And God will help tlie captive knight. 
And plead the cause of Spain 1 ” 


XJ. 

“And deem'sl thou from the Moorish hold 
In safety to retire. 

Whose locks outshine Arabia’s gold, 
ll'hose eyes the diamond’s fire?” 

811 
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She drew a poniard small and bright, 
And spake in calm disdain, 

**Ilt taught me how, my Chnslian knight, 
To guard the <aith of Spam 1 " 
x» 

The dmwbndge falls, with loud alarm 
The clashing portals fly I 
She bared her bri^t, rfie raised her artt 
And knelt, ui act to did 
But oh ' (he thnll of Hild delight 
That shot throught every vein I 
He stood before her, — Lara’s knight, 
The noblest kiught of Spam f 


TO CHAUNCEY HARE TOIVNSHEND, 

ON ms uxes p*aisin<s the TKA>Qoiujrr ov a fervsR, while Tirs »rA 
WAS tiEAso ON THE neicasoniKa suoas.’ 

1819. 

OTowNSHtND, could’st thou lingCT whcTC scarce anpple played 
Around the lily $ glossy stw, or beneath the willow's shade. 



3flSCELLA:CE0US POExVS. 




The breeze may tell his story of soft and still delight, 

As whisp’ring through the woodbine bower he fans the cheek 
of night ; 

But louder, blitlier sings the wind, his carol wild and free. 
When the harvest moon sails fortli m pride above her subject 


I love to thread the little paths, the rushy banks between. 
Where Tem,^ in dewy silence, creeps through the meadow green ; 


I A narrow winding stream which runs through Hodnet, and joins the Severn 
below Shrew sbiuy. 
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mscsLiAtrEOcs roEtrs 


I love to maik the speckled trout beneath the sunbeam he. 

And skjmming past, on filmy the danger-courting fly 

1 pnuse the darker shadows where, oer the tunnel lone, 

The regal oak or swarthy pine tbor giant anas have thrown. 

Or, from his cnuch of heather, where Sbddaw bends to view 
The furrows of hia nfted brow m Uerweni’s miiror blue. 

I3ut not that narrow stillness has equal charms for me, 

Wth th) ten thousand voices, thou broad cnilting sea, 

t) _ 

Thj shining sands, thy nigged 'bores, ihybmkcrs rolling priah , 
And oh thy dim horuon specked nnib sails of moving light 
Oft on thy nondtrs may I gaze, oft on thy wa'ers nde, 

Oft mth no tiroid arm essay ihy dark transparent tide, 

Oft may thy sound be in my dreams, Car inland though I be, ' 
For health and hope are m thy song, thou deep full voiced sea, 

THE GROlWi; fflVEU- 

'iStg. 

How soft the sj^d« of evenins creep 
OeryonderLwylea, 

IVhose balmy «?|nds have lulled to sleep 
The tenants X the tree 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


No wandering breeze is here to sweep 
In shadow)’’ ripple o’er the deep, 

Yet swells the heaving sea ! 

How calm tlie sky ! rest, ocean, rest. 
From storm and ruffle free. 

Calm as the image on liiy breast 
Of her that governs thee ! 

And yet beneath the moon’s mild reign 
Thy broad breast heaves as one in pain. 
Thou dark and silent sea ! 

There are whom fortune vainly woos 
"Widi all her pageantry. 

Whom every flattering bliss pursues. 

Yet still they fare like thee ; 

The spell is hid within their mind, 

Least wretched then when most resigned. 
Their hearts throb silently. 


WSCCLLASCOUS J^OBSrS. 


BOU' MEETING SONG 
at HttoanOa CatiU 
l«ao 

Dv yon cnsUe wall, ’mid the breefcs of morning. 

The genius of Carnbna stni>ed pensive and slow. 

The oak weath wa* wiibereil her tresses adorning, 

And the wind through its leaves sighed its murmur of wee. 
She gazed on her mountains with filu! devotion, 

She gazed on her Dec a> he rolled to the ocean,— 

And, “ Camhria ' poor Cambria ' " she cned with emotion, 
“Thou jet hast thy country, thy harp, and thy bow* 

“Sweep on, thou proud ecreaio, with thy billows all hoary. 

As proudly my wamors have rushed on the foe, 

But feeble and Cunt is the sound of tbeir glory, 

For time, like thy tide, bos its ebb and its flow 
Ev’n now, R^Je I watch thee, thy beauties are fading. 

The sands and the shallows thy course are invading , 

U’here the sail Wept the smges the sea bird is wading, 

And thus ham it fared with the land of the bow I 

"Smile, smile, je dear hifl^ ’mid your woods and your flower^^ 
Whose heather f(es dark m the mom’s deivy glow I 
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A time must await you of tempest and showers, 

An Autumn of mist, and a Winter of snow ! 

For me, though the whirlwind has shivered and cleft me. 

Of wealth and of empire the stranger bereft me. 

Yet, Saxon — ^proud Saxon — thy furj' has left me 
Worth, valour, and beauty, the haip and the bow ' 

“Ye towers, on whose rampire, all luined and riven. 

The wallflower and rvoodbine so la\ishly blow, 

I have seen when your baimer waved broad to the heaven, 
And kings found your faith a defence from the foe. 

Oh, loyal m grief, and in danger unshaken, 

For ages still true, though for ages forsaken. 

Yet, Cambria, thy heart may to gladness awaken. 

Since thy monarch has smiled on the harp and the bow ! ” 



ON CROSSING THE RANGE OF HIGH LAND 
BETWEEN STONE AND MARKET DRAYTON, 
Jan. 4, 1820. 

Dread inmate of tlie northern zone ! 

And hast thou left thy ancient throne 
On Zembla’s liills of snow, 

34 ? 
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Thme airowj- sleet and icy shower 
On us, unbroken to thj power, 

With reckless hand to throw? 

Enough for us Ihy inOder sway, 

The yellow mist, the shortened day, 

The sun of f^tei glow , 

The frost which scarce out verdure felt, 
And raid) seen, and but to melt 
The wreath of transient snow 

I met thee once by Volga’s tide, 

Nor feared ih) lerrore to aoide 
On Valdai’s sullen brow , 

Cut IitUe thought on English down 
Th) darkest wrath and fiercest frown 
So soon again to know 

Oh for my jrAaVr accustomed fold, 
Wludi then, m ample bear skm rolled. 
Defied thy dread Career I 
Oh for the cap of sable wann. 

Which guarded then from pinching hinn 
My nose, and dieel^ and ear I 
543 
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Mine old hiiitka, -where art thou ? 

Gloves. 'bQQ\s, fd;dch , — I need ye now,— 
Sold to a Lemberg Jew ! 

In single vest, on Ashley Heath, 

My shrinking heart is cold as death, 

And fingers ghastly blue ! 



HAPPINESS. 

OxE morning m the month of May 
I wandered o’er the hill , 

Though^nature all around was gaj’, 

My heart was hea\y still. 

Can God, I thought, the Good, the Great, 
These meaner creatures bless. 

And yet deny our human state 
The boon of happiness? 

Tell me, ye woods, ye smiling plains. 

Ye blessed birds around, 

YTere, in creation’s wide domains. 

Can perfect bliss be found ? 

3J9 


^flSCEII-A\£OUS EOEVS. 


The birds wild euoDed overhead, 

The breeze around me blew. 

And future’s awful chonis said, 

Ko bliss for she knew I 

I qucs'ioncd Love, whose early rays 
So heavenly bnght appears , 

And Lflve >n answer, seemed to say 
His Lght was dimmed by tears. 

I questioned Fnendshipi—FnendJiip mounseA 
And thus her anmergase 

‘‘The friends whom fortune had net turned 
Were vanished in the Erave.” 

I sJted of FeeJms. if her sUIl 
Could heal the wounded breast? 

And found her sorrows streaming still. 

For othes^ picfs dullest. 

1 ashed if \lce couVl -L’m bestow? 

Vice bcosted loud and well. 

But, fading from her psQid brow, 

The veoomed resei fell. 



• MTSCELLAh^EOUS POEMS. 


I questioned Virtue, — ^^’'irtue sighed, 
No boon could she dispense ; 

Nor Virtue was her name, she cried, 
But humble Penitence ! 

I questioned Death, — the Grisly Shade 
Relaxed his brow severe ; 

And, “ I am happiness,” he said, 

“ If Virtue guides thee here 1 ” 



SYMPATHY. 

i8ra 

A KKiGHT and a lady once met in a grove, 
VTiile each was in quest of a fugitive love ; 

A river ran mournfully murmuring by, 

And they wept in its waters for sympathy. 

“ Oh, never was knight such a sorrow that bore ! ” 
“ Oh, never was maid so deserted before ! ” 
"From life and its woes let us instantly fly. 

And jump in together for company' ! ” 
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They searched for au eddj that suited the deed, 

But here was a bramble, and there was a weed , 

“ How tiresome it u ' " said the lair with a stgh , 

So they sat down to rest them in company ‘ 

Tliey gazed on C3' h other the maid and the knight 
Hon fair n as her form, and how goodly hit height ’ 

" One mournful embrace • " sobbed the y outh, " ere we die I 
So kissing and giy mg kept company 

"Oh, had I but lo>cd surh an mgel a> you 1” 

"Oh, had but my snain been a quarter as true!” 

"To mibs such perfection hou blinded was I !" 

■—Sure now they nere escellent company 1 

At length spoke the bss, ’twist a simle and a tear, 

“ The weather is cold for a watery bier , 
llTien Summer returns we may easily die 
*1111 then let us sorrow in company ' " 



. msCELLAN'EOUS POEMS. 



THE WELL OF OBLIVION. 

Suggested by a Stanza tn the " Orlando Jnnamoraio" of Btnardt.^ 
1820. 

.There is, they say, a secret well, 

In Ardennes’ forest grey, 

A'STiose waters boast a numbing spell, 

That memory must obey. 


^ Ell'era tutta d'oro lavorata 
E d'aJabastro candido e pulito, 

E cosi bel, che chi dentro vi quata 
Vi vedi d prato e fior tutto scolpito. 
Dicon che da Merhn fn fabbncata 
Per Tristan che d'lsotta era in vaghito 
Accioch" ivi beiendo, si scordassc 
L’amor di quella donna, e la lasciasse. 
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^IISC’^ILA'E.OOS rOlLV^ 


\S’ho Ui’w t>ie lil^ v> cool asd c&’m 
In pa-‘ on t nrld dutms, 

Thai brcJ-v^ imlAe the s'JI'ti talin 
Of deep fi>r{,etfuli>ci». 

And rrony a ni <J h_s iota’ll the pme. 
And berwtd Jici> Je the wa'C 
BJt few httc bofTt to Ij'e the love 
That woie ih-w to the grave. 


ho hv th-jc tean whose ceaxtess STart 
My reason ehid« m tain 
By all the \ i.T<.t of a hvtrt 
Tfut netfci t Id lit ft n. 


By all \t'‘ walk il it wi e were d'lr 
ncntalh ihe iw >od LOJ h 
1^ ill ih tSti to'Ahed fjs ear 
•» 1 1 I rot 1 !..eB now 

R\ every \dteim of gore by 
Thii hViints in si imbi'r tet — 

\ lo\e-s ck\ hem inaj lon^iadii., 
Bat acva\to fowet 



M/SCELLAXEOUS POEMS. 


THE ORACLE. 

hniiaicd from ilu Greek. 

1820. 

To Phcebus’ shrine three youths of fame, 
A tvrestler, boxer, racer, came, 

And begged the Delphic god to say, 
Which from the next Olympic game 
Should bear the emied wTcath away? 
And thus the Oracle decided : — 

“ Be \-ictors all, brave youths, this day. 
Each in your several arts \— provided 
That none outstrip the racers' feet, 

JVbne at his trade the boxer beat, 

None in the dust the vorestier lay I" 




TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN, 

At the request of Sir James . 1 / Riddell. 

Take here the tender harp again, 

0 Muse ! which thou hast lent to me ; 

1 wake no more the glowing strain 

To youthful love or social glee. 
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J.riSCFUA.^EOVS FOP vs. 


Forp^c the weak and fickljr »hcl! 

That could so dl my soul cipress 
\\*hat most I felt 1 dircd not tell. 

And those tay iherocs (ram idJen#*^ 

Oft when 1 sold cl |«acc ind l ’lSsucc, 
I marked the hentde uhft shine , 

And walCT, doted m scanty measjrt. 

I drank, when sent to sing c! wmc- 

Might peace, night loves autpiows 
Put gi'd at last my closing dn>, 

1 hen, goddess then return the I)'Te, 
To wake, perhaps a lofocr by 




LINES 

amfexJ^ tmitJhen pjm U ktiff 


iCwx 

I stE them on iSiK \ 

. vr winding way, 

Above their tanks thi . ^ 

\ e moonbeams piaj, 
And nearer yet, and 4 
_ I net more near. 

The martwl chorus ktA 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


They ’re lost and gone, — the moon is past, 
The wood’s dark shade is o’er them cast^ 
And fainter, fainter, fainter still. 

The dim march warhles up the hill. 

Again, again, — the pealing drum. 

The clashing horn, — they come ! they come ! 
And lofty deeds and daring nigh 
Blend with their notes of \’ictory. 

Forth, forth ! and meet them on their way; 
Tlie trampling hoof brooks no dela}' ; 

The thrilling fife, the pealing drum. 

How late — but oh ! how loved they come ! 



BOW-MEETING SONG. 

^ E find it well obsenud by an ancient learned Rabbin, 

The man was raving mad who first to sea would go, 
ho vould change the tented field for the quarter-deck and 
cabin, 

And the songs of blooming beauty for a Yo ! heave oh ! 
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Yet Since your bard a bent to tiy 
The fervours of an eastern sij. 

And where, across the tepid tnasOt Aiabun breezes Wow, 
While yet the northern gale 
Tans hr cheeh and swells his sail, 
tccept hi-. Litest tribute to the Bnlish bor I 

Dear scene-, of onrepented ) 0 >, our nature's best physician, 

Can all Golconda's glnienng mines so pure a bliss bestow ? 
Oil. deeni not that for sonlid gold he left you, or ambition, 

Or shall e’er forget jour peaceful charms 'mid India’s bngbtest 
glow' 

Oft, oft will he be telling 
Of the gbdes of Kant) bellm. 

Of th< IJiea and the roses that in Gwemit blow 
Oft, oft recall the snow nfanc wall of yonder ancient duellinS, 
Whose lords, m Saxon Edmn’s daj^ so nobly bent the bow 1 

Oh, when the Pog Star ndcs on high, how oft shajl metioiy 
X^der 

Wierp ponder oalkS their arms *mid blended poplars 
th\jw, 

And hollies join their glossy shade, and the hrooh tnth cool 
meanUer 

Steals, lile a Vver snake, tliroo^ the copse below 1 

3CW 
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^'STicre many a miid and matron grace 
Adorns the-motheds gentle fac^ 

And * * ^ ^ in beauteous garland blow, 

And proved in many a martial fray 
Their sire holds s3-lvan holida)^ 

And flings his well-worn sword away 
To bend the British bowl 

The bard is gone, and other bards shall wahe the call of plea 
sure, 

at prompts to beaut} ’s lips the smile, and lends her cheek 
■its glow, 

Afld strike the sylvan l3Te to a louder, livelier measure, 

And wear the oaken wreath, which he must now forego ! 

But 3-et, though many a su’eeter song 
Shall float th’ applauding tent along. 

And many a friendly healUi to the Sons of Genius flow. 
Forget not iAem, nho, doomed to part, 

Will keep engraven on their heart 
The sons and tlie daugliters of the British bow } 
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mscELiAtraous foesis 


TROM THE GUU^AN 

Imcnfltn m tr ikt artMAbnte/ Ftnrtvn s HtJl 
i8a> 

Brothlr I know the world dccetveth t 
Trust on Him rvho s:rfely gi>cth 1 
Fur not on ihe world thy trust, 

She feeds us — but she turns to dust. 
And Uie bare earth or kingly throne 
Alike may serve to die upon 1 


FROM THE GULISTAN 

,Zty 

The mah who leaveth life behind, 

May welltand boldly ^leak his mind 
tVliere flight is none from battle field 
We bhthen snatch the sword and shield , 
\Yhere hott is past, and hate u strong, 
The wretchf tongue is sharp and long 
M)self hard seen, in wild despair, 

The feeble c\t the mastifT tear 
SCO 




MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


FROM THE GULISTAN. 

1823. 

Who the silent man can prize, 

If a fool he be or \rise ? 

Yet, though lonely seem the wood. 
Therein may lurk the beast of blood. 
Often bashful looks conceal 
Tongue of fire and heart of steel. 
And deem not thou, in forest grey. 
Every dappled skin thy prey, 

Lest thou rouse, with luckless spear. 
The tiger for the fallow deer ! 



IMITATION OF AN ODE BY KOODRUT. 

1823. 

Ambition’s voice was in my ear, she whispered yesterday, 
**How goodly is the land of Room, how wide the Russian svay ! 

3C1 



UtSCFLlA \FQl f rc^Ftn 


llcw blrtt to C03<^« ecthtr realm, and direU thro'j.h Ide is 
cone, 

lulled byihcharp’iiaelodjcuistnag.ehecreijbytbficcrd’ni 
drum J” 

Cut iwlom heard O youth " »he e.d,.' in {os. on * f Wet 
tied. 

Oil come and leeai-ghi with ro* ihall cue th«cf ll'y rnd*!* 

&> e led me to a lonel; d'-tl a tad and thadj* {itound. 

^VTiere many an anaetii sepulchre pJeamed m the moenshj'e 
round. 

And Here ^ectader ileefn!' s**c oied this is hantali 
(tone 

And hne ih« mighty chief red net »ho reared the Median 
throne 

Tntiuire of the'*' doth ought all ihnr anaent pomp tcma n 

Save la e regret and 1 1 ter tears for errr and mn n ? 

Return return and in lly heart etiRniten keep ni) Jonr 

The le&icr «eallh the Ightcr Imd— sinall hlamo heude> the 
poor"' 




»ThelM wol»i>««scro 
8C* 
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TRANSLATION OF A SONNET, 

By the late Nattab of Ocde, Ashf vd Douxa. 

18=3 

In those eyes that glisten as in pitj- for my pain. 

Are they gems, or only dewdrops ? Can they, will they long 
remain ? 

Why the strength of tyrant beauty thus, with seeming ruth, 
restrain? 

Better breathe my last before thee, than in lingering grief remain. 

To yon planet Fate has gi%'en everj- month to wax and wane ; 

And thy world of blushing bnghtness — can it, wfll it long remain ? 

Healtli and youth, in balmy moisture, on thy cheek their seal 
maintain ; 

But the dew that steeps the rosebud — can it, will it long remain ? 

Asuf ! whyin mournful numbers of thine absence thus complain ? 

Chance had joined us, chance has parted ! — nought on earth 
can long remain. 

In the world may’st thou, beloved ! live exempt from grief and 
pain. 

On my lips the breath is fleeting — can it, will it long remain ? 
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USES ADDKn&«LD 
TO MRS. HEBLR. 




l8»+ 


tr thou non l)y my side my love, 
How Cut would mening fail 
In green Dcngala s palmy groix 
Lisicnuig the nighcuigalc > 


If thou, my lo^-c werl by my side, 
Mj babies at my knee 


flow gariy would oar pinnace glide 


O er GuDgas imime sea ( 


I miss thee at the dawning grey, 
hen on our deck reclined. 



mSCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


In careless ease my limbs I lay 
And woo the cooler wind. 

I miss thee ndien by Gunga’s stream 
My twilight steps I guide, 

But most beneath the lamp’s pale beam 
I miss thee from my side. 

I spread ni)’ books, m> pencil ir)’. 

The lingering noon to cheer, 

But miss thy Kind approving eye. 

Thy meek attentive ear. 

Bat when of mom and eve the star 
Beholds me on my knee, 

I feel, though thou art distant far. 

Thy prayers ascend for me. 

Then, on ! then, on ! where duty leads. 
My course be onward still, 

O’er broad Hindostan’s sultiy mead. 

O’er bleak Almorah’s hill. 

That course, nor Dellii’s kingly gates 
Nor u-ild Malwah detain; 

For sweet the Bliss us both awaits 
By yonder western main. 
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Tby towers, Bombay, gloam bnght, they aay, 
Across the dark bloc sea, 

But ne'er were hearts so light and gay 
As then shall meet in theel 



AN EVENING WALK IN BENGAL 
fSai- 

Ofn task is done ' on Cunga's breast 
The sun is sinking dono to ren , 

And moored beneath the umannd boagh, 
Our hark has found lU harbour now 
Uith futIM sail and painted side. 

Behold the tiny frigate ride. 

Upon her deck, *inid charcoal gleams, 

The Moslem $ sasouiy supper steams, 
^Vhi1e all apart, beneath the wood. 

The Hindoo cooks lus smtplei food. 

Come, walk with me the jungle through 
If yonder hunter told ns true, 

Far oS^ in desert dank and rud^ 

The bger holds its sditmde, 

3Gb 
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Nor (taught by recent harm to shun 
The thunders of the English gun) 

A dreadful guest but rarely seen, 

Eetums to scare the village green. 

Come boldly on ! no venomed snake 
Can shelter in so cool a brake. 

Child of the sun ! he loves to lie 
’Iklidst Nature’s embers, parched and dry, 
Where o’er some tower in ruin laid, 

The peepul spreads its haunted shade ; 

Or round a tomb his scales to uTeathe 
Fit warder in the gate of Death 
Come on ' — }et pause ! Behold us now 
Beneath the bamboo’s archbd bough, 
Itdiere, gemming oft that sacred gloom, 
Glows the geranium’s scarlet bloom,* 

And winds our path tlirough many a bower 
Of fragrant tree and giant flower , 

The ceiba’s crimson pomp displayed 
O’er the broad plantain’s humbler shade. 
And dusk anana’s prickly blade ; 


1 A shnib whose deep scarlet flowers \cry much resemble lha geranium, and 
thence called the Indian geranium 
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oer Ihe brake so mid and fur, 

The betel w>es hu crest in atr 

Uiih pendent iiain anl rushing wings 
Aloft the go^eous peaeock spnngs , 

And he. the linl of hundred djrcs,* 

W hose plumes the dames of An prus- 
So nch a &hadc so grexn a sod 
Our English times neier trod , 

\et who m Indian boners has stood 

But thought on Engl md t good greenv ood I ■* 

And bless<^ beneath the palmv shade, 

Her hard juid hir hawthorn glade, 

And breathed a pra}er (hon o^ u vain ]j 
To gaae upon her oaks again ? 

A truce to thought— the jackal s cry 
Resounds like ^Ivan revelry , 

And through the trees yon Culmg ray 
Will scantly serve to guide our n-aj 
\ et mark, as &de the upper skies, 

Each thicket opes ten thousand eyes. 

Before Deside us, and abov^ 

The firefly lights his lamp of love, 


> ne UdiaiunEib 
8bS 
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Retreating, chasing, sinking, soaring. 

The darkness of the copse exploring, 
'\^^lile to this cooler air confest, 

The broad Dhatura bares her breast, 

Of fragrant scent and virgin white, 

A pearl around the locks of night ! 

Still, as we pass, in softened hum 
Along the breez)' alleys come 
The village song, the horn, the drum. 
Still, as we pass, from bush, and briar, 
The shrill cigala strikes his hare ; 

And what is she whose liquid strain 
Thrills through yon copse of sugar-cane ? 
I know that soul-entrancing swell. 

It is — it must be — ^Philomel 1 
Enough, enough ' the rustling trees 
Announce a shower upon the breeze ; 
The flashes of the summer sky 
Assume a deeper, ruddier dye j 
Yon lamp tliat trembles on the strekm, - 
From forth our cabin sheds its beam ; 
And w’e must early sleep, to find 
•Betimes the morning’s healthy wind. 
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TRANSLATIONS OF PINDAR. 

Publukcd in the "Quarterly Review," i8ii. and afterwards in “ Collection 
of Poems," 1812. 



TRANSLATIONS OF PINDAR.^ 


THE FIRST OLYMPIC ODE. 

To Hiero of Syracuse, Victor in the Horse Race. 

Can earth, or fire, or liquid air, 

With u'ater’s sacred stream compare? 

Can aught that wealthy tyrants hold 
Surpass the lordly blaze of gold ^ 

Or lives there one, whose restless e3^e 
Would seek along the empty sky, 


1 Pindar, the greatest of Grech lynsts, was bom 522 j cars before Chnst, at 
Cynocephal®, a village ra the temtory of Tliebes, m Bceoba His family nas 
shilled in music, bis father and uncle being flnte-plaj ers Pindar \i as honoured 
and loied by all the states of Greece, for himself as nell as for his art. 
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Beneath the sim^ raendm ray, 

A wanner star, a pmer day? — 

0 thou, tny sou), whose choral song 
Would tell of contests sharp and strong 
Ettol not other lists obene 
The circus of OI)'mpiln Jove , 
tVhence, borne on many a tuneful tongue. 

To Sattim’s seed the anthem sung, 

With harp, and flute, and inimpet's cal), 

Hath sped to Hiero’s fesdial 

Over sheep<lad Sicily 
ttlio the righteous sceptre beareth, 

El ery flower of Virtue's tree 
tv ove m innous wreath he weareth. 

But the bud of Poesy 

Is the fairest flower of all , 

Which the bards, with social glee, 

Strew round HieroTs wealthy halL 
The harp on yonder pm suspended. 

Seize It, bo), for Pisa’s sake. 

And that good steed’s, whose thoughts will wake 
A joy with aimous fondness blended , 

No soinKlmg tash bis ^ek side rended 
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By Alpheus' brink, vrith feet of flame, 
Self-driven to the goal he tended, 

And earned the olive vTeath of fame 
For that dear lord, whose righteous name 
The sons of Syracusa tell. 

Who loves the generous courser well : 

Beloved himself by all who dwell 
In Pelops’ Lydian colony. 

— Of earth-embracing Neptune, he 
The darling, when, in days of yore. 

All lovely from the cauldron red 
By Clotho’s spell deliverhd,* 

The youth an ivorj' shoulder bore. 

— ^IVell ! — these are tales of mystery’ ! — 

And many a darkly-woven lie 
With men will easy credence gain ; 

BTiile truth, calm truth, may’ speak in vain •, 
For eloquence, whose honeyed srvay’ 

Our frailer mortal wits obey, 


The ordinar>’ fable «.ts tlial Tantalus, desirous of testing the dimity of the 
. served up to them at a feast his son Pelops. The deities refused to eat, 
3t Ceres, who, absent and sorrowful for the loss of her daughter Proserpine, 
ne of Pelops’ shoulders. Jupiter restored him to life, substituting an ivory 
Shoulder for the one eaten by Ceres. — Edit. 
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Can honour give to actions ill, 

And (aiih to deeds incredible. 

And bitter blame, and praises high, 
Fall truest from posterity 


But, if ire dare the deeds rehearse 
or those that aye endurt, 

Twerc meet that m such dangerous verse 
Our every word were pure — 

Then, son of Tantalus, receive 
A plain unaramished lay » 

My song shall elder Cables leave, 

And of thy parents say. 

That, when in heaven a favoured guest 
He called the godv ui turn to f«.aat 
On Sipylus, his mountain home 
The sovereign of the ocean foam, 

— Can mortal form such favour prove? — 
Rapt thee on golden car above 


highest house of mighty Jove , 
^^*o which, m after day; 
Came^jlen baiiM Ganymede, 

As bards V 'tncient story read, 

The d winged dglc’s prej 
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And when no earthly tongue could tell 
,The fete of thee, invisible, — 

Nor friends, who sought thee wide in vain, 
To soothe the weeping mother’s pain. 
Could bring thy wanderer home again ; 

Some emdous neighbour’s spleen, 

In distant hints, and darkly, said, 

That in the cauldron hissing red, 

And on the gods’ great table spread. 

Thy mangled limbs were seen. 

But who shall tax, — I dare not, I, — 

The blessbd gods with gluttony ? 

Tull oft the slanderous tongue has felt 
By their high vTath the thunder dealt ; 

And sure, if ever mortal head 
Heaven’s holy watchers honoured, 

That head was Lydia’s lord. 

Yet could not mortal heart digest 
The wonders of tliat heavenly feast ; 

Elate rvith pride, a thought unblest 
Above his nature soared. 

And now condemned to endless dread 
(Such is tlie righteous doom of fate), 
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He eyes, atxjTC his guiUf head. 

The shadowy rock's unpendiuS weight. 

The fourth, with that tormented three* 

In horrible sooetjr I 

For that, m fontic thdl 
The nectar enp he reft. 

And to hi5 mortal peers in feasting Poured, 

For whom a sin u were 
\\ ith mottil life to shite 
The raystie dainties of the unmortal board, 

And who I*) policy 
Can hope to 'sope the eje 
Of him who tits abost.. by men and gods adored? 

For such offence, a doom sescre, 

Sent down the son to sojourn here 
Among the fleeting rice of man 
t\’ho, when d c curly down began 
To cloihc hit dieek in darker ihadc. 


» Tfc* Uif», »«« *Mniioi Ttirvt wwl TJ-* BO Uar eif P-' 

«* »t WvlrfOul jaui;' wM '-‘•mrnti c< Tar^ t 4 

V-i IB twnj^rf ttmt irwl<**j'’pacT'brrl. t-T il r*), 

fa«<«»-.im<hart5.,t»«r7«o,,«ir»«»fWaIr» Wtoft-' Sc Tl^t r,^Ji- 
^ifJri/UfuprrtjfulewBFjtpjrtu* 1r1 rurtl/B riwof-l^-of wnv *j 
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To car-bome Pisa’s royal maid * 

A lover’s tender service paid. 

But, in the darkness first he stood 
Alone, by Ocean’s hoarj' flood, 

And raised to him the suppliant crj', 

The hoarse earth-shaking deity. 

Nor called in vain ; through cloud and storm 
Half-seen, a huge and shado\vy form, 

The God of Waters came. — 

He came, whom thus the youth addressed : 

“ O thou, if that* immortal breast 
Have felt a lover’s flame, 

A lover’s prayer in pity hear, 

Repel the tjuanfs brazen spear 
That guards my lovely dame ! 

And grant a car whose rolling speed 
May help a lover at his need ; 

Condemned by Pisa’s hand to bleed. 

Unless I win the envied meed 
In Elis’ field of fame 1 


1 ^nomaus King of Pisa had promised his daughter, the heiress of his states, 
in marriage to any warrior w ho should eaccl him in the chariot race, on condition, 
however, that the candidates should stake their lives on the issue. Thirteen had 
essay ed and perished liefore Pclops. 
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* ror>outhfal krjghts thirteen 
By him Jiave slaughtered been, 

His daughter \cxFng with penerse deh) , 
Such to n coward’s 
Were »il augury. 

Nor durst a coward’s heart the strife. es«aj 
\ ct, since alike to alt 
The doom of death must fill, 
rth ' whcTtfoTe, sitting in unseemly shade, 

\\ ear out a nameless life 
Remote from noble stnf<.. 

And all the sweet applause to valour paid?— 
Yes' I will dare the course' but thou, 
lounortal fnetid my prajer aUow” 


2 lot in t-aiD, his grief he told 
rultr of the tralcr} space 
n.d a wondrous cat of gold. 

And tireless steeds of uin^^ pace 
So, vicln in the deathful rice 

He taped the strength of Pisa’s king, 
And fron his bnde cf beauteous face. 
BeheldV stock of minors ^nog. 

Six %aliaV sons, as legends sing 



TJiAXSLATJOiyS OF 


And now with fame andwirtue crowned, 
■\^^lere Alpheus’ stream, in wat’iy ring. 
Encircles half his tur^' mound. 

He sleeps beneath the pilbd ground,’ 






Near that blest spot where strangers move 
In many a long procession round 
The altar of protecting Jove. 

Yet chief, m yonder lists of fame, 

Sunives the noble Pelops” name ; 

Ydiere strength of hands and nimble feet 
In stem and dubious contest meet ; 


1 Like all oilier very early tombs, lire monament of Pelops was a barrow or 
earthen mound. I know not whether it may still be traced. The spot is very 
accurately pointed ont, and such works are not easily obliterated. 
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And high renovm and hoot} ed praise, 
And fisltoving length of honoured da)^ 
The victo!*a weary toil repays. 

But what are past or future Joys? 

The present is our own> 

And he is wise who best employs 
The passing hour alone 
To crown with knightly wreath the king 
(A grateful task) be nunc, 

And on (he smooth /Eolion string 
To praise his anaent line 
For ne’er shall wand’nng minstrel find 
A chief so )u$t— a friend so kind , 

Uiih every grace of fortune blest— 

The mightiest, wisest, bravest, best 1 
God, who beholdeth thee and all thy deeds, r 
Have thee in charge, King Iliero I — so again 
The bard may sing thy homy-hoofbd steeds 


I The soleiniuty o( llus prajer coatnsted wth to objws thal IJieio niiglit 
■glia nccecj in ilie ctmnot race to ndtcalous to medeiD can 1 do not isdoed 
bdieve that ibe Olympic and other games had so raiieh imporunce attached to 
them by the statesmen and warriors Grace as to pretended by the sophists 
of Uter ages but triiere the manners «re most simpl* public eibibinons it 
ihonld be remembered aW always most highly estimated and religious pra 
Jndiee combined wah the o^-ntato of wealth to give dlsooction to the OIj wpic 
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In frequent triumph o’er the Ol^unpian plain ! 

Nor shall the bard awake a lowly strain. 

His wild notes flinging o’er the Cronian steep, 
IVhose ready hluse, and not invoked in vain, 

For such high mark her strongest shaft shall keep. 
Each hath his proper eminence : 

To kings indulgent Providence 
(No further searcli the will of Heaven) 

The glories of the earth hath given. 

Still may’st thou reign ! enough for me 
To dwell with heroes like to thee. 

Myself the chief of Grecian minstrelsy. 




TRA \ SLAT/0 \S OF ri\D4ft 



1 ! 

TO THEROV OF AGRAG^S, MOTOR IV THE 
CHARIOT RACE 


OsoNG whose voicx the lurp obe}*?, 
Accordant aye wth answering string, 
IVhat god what hero wilt ihoa praise, 
AVhat nan of godlike prowess srag ? 



TRAmLATIONS OF FIF'D AR. 


Lo, Jove himself is Pisa’s king; 

And Jove’s strong son the first to raise 
The barriers of th’ Olympic ring. 

And now, victorious on the wing 
Of sounding wheels, our bards proclaim 
The stranger Theron’s honoured name, 
The flower of no ignoble race,* 

And prop of ancient Agragas ! 

His patient sires, for many a year. 
Where that blue river rolls its flood, 
’Mid fruitless war and ci\il blood 

Essayed their sacred home to rear. 
Till tune assigned, in fatal hour, 

Their native virtues, wealth and power. 
And made them from their low degree 
The eye of warlike Sicily. 

And may that power of ancient birth. 
From Saturn sprung, and parent Earth, 
Of tall Olympus’ lord, 


1 Theron was a descendant of fEdipus, and consequently of Cadmus. His 
family had, through a long line of ancestors, been remarkable, both in Greece 
and Sicily, for misfortune, and he was himsdf unpopular a ith his subjects, and 
engaged in civil war. Allusions to these circumstances often occiu in the present 
ode. 
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Who with saU be^tgnaat eye 
The gaaes* loag splendour jweepjts by 
His Alpheus? holy ford. 

Appeased with anthems charted high, 

To Theron’s Ute postcnQr 
A happier doom accord i 
Or good or iQ, the post is gone, 

KorTimc himself, the parent one. 

Can tnifce the former deeds undone , 

But who would these recall, 

\Mien happier days would fau efface 
The raeoo'j of each past disgrace, 

And, from the gods, on Theron s race 
Unbounded blessmgs fill ? 

Example meet tor such a sorg. 

The sister qooois of Laius’ blood , 

Who sorrow's edge endorM long. 
Made keener by remenbered good 
Yet now she breathes the air of heaven 
{On earth by smooldenzig thunder nvcn), 
I,cng-haiied Semele 

To Pallas dear is-she,— 

Dear to the sm? of gods; and dear 
sse 
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To him, her sod, id dreadful glee 
Who shakes the hy-wreathfed spear. 



And thus they tell that deep below 
The sounding ocean’s ebb and flow, 
Amid the daughters of the sea, 

A sister nymph must Ino be, 

And dwell in bliss eternally. 

But, ignorant and blind. 

We little know the coming hour. 

Or if the latter day shall lower, 

Or if to nature’s kindly power 
Our life, in peace resigned. 
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Shall smk like fall of Sommer e^e, 

And on the (ace of daHcness lea^e 
A ruddy snule behind. 

For gncf and with fitful gale 
Our crary bark by turns assail, 

And, whence our blessings flow, 

That same tremendous Providence 
Mill oft a varying doom dispense. 

And by the mighty low 

To Theban Laius that befell, 

MTiose son, with murder djed, 

Fulfilled the fotner onde, 

ITnconsaous pamade ! 

Unconscious ! yet avenging hell 
Pursued the offender's stealthy pace, 

And heavy, sure, and hard it fell, 

The curse of blood, on all his race. 

Spared from their kmdred strife 
The young ThersandeFs life, 

Stem Pol>Ti!ces’ heir, was left alone 
In every martial game. 

And m the field of fame, 

For early force and matchless prowess known 
S8S 
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Was left the pride and prop to be 
Of good Adrastns" pedigree. 

And hence, through loins of ancient kings. 
The rvarrior blood of Theron springs : 
Exalted name ! to whom belong 
The minstrel’s harp, the poet’s song, 

In fair O^nupia crowned ; 

And where, ’mid Pythia’s olives blue. 

An equal lot his brother drew ; 

And where his twice-twain coursers flew 
The isthmus tn'elve times round. 

Suc’n YionouT, earned 'oy ‘lor'i and care, 

May best his ancient wTongs repair. 

And wealth, unstained by pnde. 

May laugh at Fortune’s fickle power, 

And blameless in the tempting hour 
Of sjTen ease abide ; 

Led by that star of heavenly' ray 
MTiich best may keep our darkling way 
O’er life’s unsteady tide. 

For whoso holds in righteousness the throne. 

He in his heart hath known 
How the foul spirits of the guilty dead, 
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In chambers dark and dread, 

Of nether earth abidi, and penal flame, 

I^Tiere he whom none may name ‘ 

La)"? bare the sool by stem necessity. 

Seated to jitdgmeM high , 

The minister of God whose arm is there, 

In heaven alike and hell, almighty cveiynhere. 
Bui ever bright 1>> dai, by night. 

Exulting la excess of light , 

From labour free and long distress, 

The good enjoy their happiness , 

No more the stubborn sod the) dearo, 

Nor stem for scant) food the wave, 

But ith the venerable gods they dwell , 

No tear bedims their thankful e>‘e. 

Nor mars their long tranquillity, 

W hile those acctnsM howl in pangs unqjeakable 


1 In th- orisinal m, a enuin onmekss penoa The accicats were oftea 
scropulou, about [ffanixlscm; the mines cf their gods panieoiiHT those aho 
prt ided ov'r the region of fanire hopes and f~iji * seniple correspootilng 
« th the Rabblainl nolioos of Ihe In^abie M old The pmtaws yrhich foQow 
presents sinking disciepnef (o ihe myihologxof Homer and of the general 
herd oT Grecian poets ahose iS a* Iw tafcrw to the oae supreme dl'inlty 

of Piodar a the rel gioa ofWndar bnnself CUls short cf the elearaess and 
mejesirof revTlaiioo. Thect^eettonof these £I«msisn doctrines '•Ith (hose 
of Hisd&sun is in manypoinuiV^eieiUlritnling Soulbeyand Pindar might 
VeemtohaTednuit at the ameao"W 
j 8^ 
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~ But who the thrice-renewed probation 
Of either world may well endure, 

And keep uith righteous destination 
The soul from all transgression pure ; 

To such and such alone is given 
To walk the rainbow paths of heaven, 
To that tall city of almighty time, 

MTiere ocean’s balmy breezes play, 

And, flashing to the western day. 

The gorgeous blossoms of such blessed clime, 
Now in the happy isles are seen 
Sparkling through the groves of green ; 
And now, all glorious to behold, 

Tinge the wave with floating gold. — 


Hence are their garlands woven — hence their hands 
Filled with triumphal boughs ; — the righteous doom 
Of Rhadamanthus, whom, o'er these his lands, 

A blameless judge in every time to come, 

Chronos, old Chronos, sire of gods, hatli placed ; 
tnio, with his consort dear, 

Dread Rhea, reigneth here 
On cloudy throne ivith deathless honour graced. — 
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And snll they say, m high comounson, 
Peleus and Cadiaus here abide , 

And, with the blest id bless^ union 
(Nor Jove has Tlietis' prayer denied),* 



The daughter of the oHaent Sea 
Hath brought her ■«amor boy to be , 
Him vhose stem aven^g blow 
Laid the prop of Ilium low. 


kivowrotwKj exctyl twhwtortah^vottitboay of Hector AchlleSB 
lied «lh so much di6«il'y Jnlo tf e isUnib of the blesjsd. Tiiji ^ ^ *a, 
toed ill Ih* bmc of r.adva»Biffio*iiHoe«-Iu4»i„n, 

lOD shout tW« that osnntadwce had b»«i made la mor,] fe.w 
thcdjy of Home' 



TRAiXSLATIOiVS OF PINDAR. 

* 

Hector, trained to slaughter*fell, 

By all but him invincible ; — 

And sea-born Cycnus tamed ; and slew 
Aurora’s knight of Ethiop hue. 

Beneatli my rattling belt I wear 
A sheaf of arrorvs keen and clear 
Of vocal shafts, that tvildly fly, 

Nor ken the base their import high. 

Yet to the wise they breathe no vulgar melody. 
Yes, he is trise whom nature’s dower 
Hath raised above tlie crowd. — 

But, trained in study’s formal hour, 

There are who hate the minstrel’s power, i 

As daws who mark the eagle tower 
And croak in envy loud ! — 


' It was not likely that Pindar's peculiarities should escape criticism, nor «ns 
his temper such as to bear it with a very even mind. He treats his mah and 
assailants with at least a sufficient portion of disdain, as servile adherents to rule, 
and mere students without genius Some of their sarcasms passed, however, 
into proverbs. AiJs Kipirffor, an expression in ridicule of Pindar's perpetual 
recurrence to mythology and antiquities, is presen ed in the Phaxlon ; while his 
occasional mention ol himself .and his own necessiUes is parodied by Aristo- 
phanes. I cannot but hope, how ever, tliat the usual conduct of Pindar himself 
was less obtrusive'and importunate than that of the Dithyaambic poet who intro- 
duces him on tlie festival of Nephilocoggugia, like the Gaelic bard in Christ's 
Kirk o' the Green." 
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So let •U'cm raJ’ bet thoti, tny hearti 
Rest on l^e bow ihy lereUed dsit , 

Nor seek a woitbier sum 
Tor arroK sent on fnencLbip s msg. 
Than him the Agrafiaatine king 
RTio best th> song nuf chtm. 

For, bj eternal trath I swear, 

Hto parent toint shaD scastly bear 
A «oul to oerv fitend so dear, 

A breast $o Toid of bktne, 

Thwjh twenty lustres rolltcg rouid, 
With nsuig togth her rtabon crowsed. 

In heart, in hand, should none be found 
like Thcrons honoured name.—* 
\es! we ha\e heard the iactious Le l-> 
But let the babbbng snlgar try 
To blot faia wewth with tyranny 
Seek thou the ocean strand h— 

And when thy sonl would £un record 
The boaateousgdUo^ yoodei lord. 

Go — reckon up the sand } 



mAKSLAr^O^S OF PJ.X£> A R. 



III. 

TO THE SAME. 

May my solemn strain ascending 
Please the long-haired Helen well, 

And those brave twins of Leda’s shell ' 


J Castor and Pollux. 
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The stranscr’s holy cause defending! — 

U ith whose high name the chorus blending 
To ancient Agn^ shall nse. 

And Theron for the chariot piue 
Again, and not in vain contending — 

The Muse, in numbers bold and high, 
Hatli taught ray Donan note to fl), 

Worthy of silent awe, a strange sweet harmony 

^ es I — as I fin tome eager view 
On jondcr wTcath of paly blue, 

That oliie wreath, whose sbadj round 
Amid the couistrs mane is bound, 

1 feel a^ain the sacred glow 
That bids my strain of rapture flow 
With shrill) breath of Spartan flute. 

The man) voichd harp to suit, 

And wildly flii^ mv numbers sweet, 

Again nunc anaent &iend to greet. 

\ 

Nor, Pisa, thee I Icav^unsung, 

To men the parent of renown , 

Amid whose shady rm^ejts strung 
Etolia binds her elite crown , 
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“Whose saplbg root from Sq'thian dora ^ 
And Istei's fount Alcides bare, 

To deck his parent’s hallowed town ; 
With placid brow and suppliant prayer 
Soothing the favoured northern seed, 
WTiose homy-hoofbd nctims bleed 
To Phcebus of the flowing hair. 

A boon from these the hero prayed : 

One graft of that delightful tree ; 

To Jove’s high hill a welcome shade, 

To men a blessfed fruit to be. 

And croun of future victorjc — 

For that fair moon, whose slender light 
IVith inefficient horn had shone. 


1 There seems to have been in all countries a dispos’Uon to place a region of 
peculiar happiness and fertility among inaccessible mountains, and at the source 
of their principal rivers. Perhaps indeed the Mount Meru of Hindilstan, the 
blameless Ethiopians at the head of the Nile, and the happy H>perborean regions 
at the source of the Ister, are only copies of the garden and river of God in Eden. 
Some truth is undoubtedly mixed mth the tradition here preserved by Pindar. 
The ohVe was not indigenous in Greece, and its first specimens were planted near 
Pisa. That they ascribed its introduction to their universal hero Hercules, and 
derived its stock from the land of the blessed, need not be wondered at by those 
who know the importance of such a present The Hyperborean or Atlantic 
region, wltich continually receded in proportion as Europe was explored, still 
seems to have kept its ground in the fancies of the vulgar, under the names of 
the Island of St Bmndan, of Flalh-Tnms, or the fortunate land of Coclm^aic, till 
the discoveiy of America peopled the western ocean with something less illusive. 

39 ^ 





TR 4 NS LA TIO VS OF PIN D 4R 


\Vhen late on Pisas aiiy height 
He rcaied to Je\e the altar stone, 

Now through the dapfded air, alone, 

In perfect nng of glory bnght 
Guided her golden whedM throne. 

The broad and burning eje of Night 
And now the days tkcrc told anght, 

\Vhen Alpheus from hts sandy source, 
Should judge the charop ons eager might. 
And mark of wheels the rolling force. 

Not yet a tree to cheer the sight 
The Cronian vale of pelops bore !— 
Obnonous to the noonday weight 
Of Summer tuns a naked shore.— 
fiut she who swap the sQent sky 
Latonas own cejuestnan maid’ 

Beheld ho v far Alcides strayed 
Bound on adventure strange and high , 
Forth from the glens of Arcady 
To Istran rocks m ice arn»ed 
He ujged the inteim nable race 
(Such penance had Eoiystheus laid) 



'■TJS:A2\^S£ArT0iVS OF PlXDAk: 


The golden-homhd hind to chase, 

■Which, grateful for Diana’s aid. 

By her redeemed from foul embrace. 

Old Atlas’ daughter hallowed. — i 
Thus, following where the quany' fled. 
Beyond the biting north he passed, 

Beyond tlie regions of the blast. 

And, all unknown to traveller’s tread. 

He saw the blessbd land at last. — 

He stopped, he gazed with new delight, 
^\’hen that strange verdure met his sight ; 
And soft desire inflamed his soul 
(\\’here twelve times round the chariots roll), 
To plant with such the Pisan goal. 

But now, unseen to mortal eyes, 

He comes to Theron’s sacrifice, 

And -nith him brings to banquet there 
High-bosomed Leda’s knightly pair. 

Himself to high Olympus bound. 

To these a latest charge he gave, 

A solemn aimual feast to found. 


1 Taygeta 
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And o{ conlendmg heroes round 
To decl. t!ie strong the swift, the bra^e.— 
bcr doubt I that on Theron’s head. 

And on the good Eumcnides, 

The sons of Jove thor blessing shed , 

Whom SlQI, with bounteous tables spread. 

That hoi} tribe dc’ight to please, 

Obsemng with rchgions dread 
The hospitable gods decrees. 

But, wide as water passcih earthy clay, 

Or sun bn^bt gold transcendstb baser ore , 
tide as from Greece to (hat remotest shore 
Whose rocs ouJt pillars own Alades* sway, 

Thy lame hath passed thine equals 1— To explore 
The further ocean all in sim essay. 

Or fools or wise , — here from thr perilous way 
Cast anchor here, ray bark ' I dare no more 1 
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TV. 

TO PSAUMIS OF CAJIARINA. 

Oh, urging on the tireless speed 
Of thunder's elemental steed, 

Lord of the world, Almight}' Jove ! 

Since these thine hours have sent me forth 
The witness of thy champion’s worth. 

And prophet of thine olive grove ; 

And since the good thy poet hear, 
i\nd hold his tuneful message dear ; — 
Saturnian lord of Etna hill ! — 

Wiose storm-cemented rocks encage 
The hundred-headed rebel’s rage ; 
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'V I 0 seeks a goodJy boacr to raise 
Conspicuous (o the stranse^s eye, 
^V^th gold the Irate! ororlays, 

And clothes the porch m nory 
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So bright, so bold, so wonderful. 

The choicest tJiemes of verse I cull, 

To each high song a fronnol high ! 

But lives there one whose brows around 
The green OI)'mpian wTC.ith is bound , 
Prophet and priest in those abodes 
Where Pisans laud tlic sire of gods, 

And S}T3cusa‘s den>/en ? 

Who, ’mid tlic sons of mortal men, 
t^Tiile Emys self before his name 
Abates her rage, may ftlier claim 
'Whate’er a bard may yield of fame > 

For sure, to no forbidden stnfe. 

In hallowed Pisa’s field of praise, 

He came, the priest of blameless life ! 
Nor who in peace hath passed his days 
Marring with canker sloth his might. 
Slay hope a name in standing fight 
Mor in the hollow ship to raise. 

By toil, illustrious toil alone. 

Of elder times the heroes shone ; 

And, bought by h’ke emprize, to thee, 

O warrior priest, like honour be ! 
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Such praise as good Ad'as us bore 
To him the project diicf of }Ore ’ 

When snatched from Thebes' accursM fight, 
\\ ith St ed, and car and armour bright, 
Donn, dotrn he sanfc to earth) night 


\Vhen the fi^ht waj ended 
And the se nfold pjres 
All the r funeral fire* 

In one sad lustre blended 
The leader of the host 
Murmured mournfully 
I Lmenl the cje 
Of all mine army lost* 

To gods ard mortals dear 
Either art he knew 
Augur tned and true 
And strong to wield the spear • " 
AnA by the powers divine 
Such praise is )ustly thinc 


• The prophM thief h Aiapiairan* who wai ewallowed up by th* eanb tefore 
the attick (S Polrnkes sad bn Xbet oa Thetee beemw the £o>l5 

delereuned to iTscoe hu eutma frtii stUa of that od/ras eaU* ct, or seeordirg 
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O SjTScusian peer. 

For of a gentle blood tli)’ race is sprung, 

As she shall truly tell, the JIuse of honcj'ed tongue. 

Then yoke the mules of v.-ingbd pace, 

And, Phintis, climb the car tn’th me , * 

For well they know the path to trace 
Of yonder victor’s pedigree. 

Unbar the gates of song, unbar ' 

For we to-day must jouniey far. 

To Sparta and to Pitane. 

She, mournful n)-mph, and nursing long 
Her silent pain and virgin urong, 

To Neptune’s rape a daughter fair, 

Evadne of the gloss}' hair 
(Dark as tlie violet’s darkest shade), 

In solitary sorrow bare. 

Then to her nurse the infant maid 
She weeping gave, and bade convey 
To high Phersana’s hall awa}'; 

IVhere woman-gron'n, and doomed to prove 


1 Agesias had been rictor in the afene, or ebanot draim by mules, 
was probably hU chanoteer. 
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In turn a god’s disastrous Iotc, 

Her charms allured the Lord of Day 

Nor long the months, ere, fierce in pnde, 
The painful tokens of disgrace 
Her foster father sternly eyed. 

Fruit of the furtive t,od s embrace. 

He spake not, but, with soul on flame, 
He sought th’ uDkoonri offender’s name, 
At Phoebus’ Pythun dwelling place 

But she, beneath the greenwood epra), 

Her zone of purple silk untied , 

And flung the silver clasp away 
That rudely prest her hcasang side,' 
IVhile, in the soUlaty wood, 

Lucuu’s sdf to aid her stood, 

And fate \ secret force supplied 


■ I ventnre in ibe pKKni Instance loiniulate inlXrtc, %clasp became it 
was undouWedly osed for Itie tnid or bodde to a borw s bil aa “co-tirdfrir” 
^gnlfies to run by a horses side boldui^ she bndle The ’cilXif ’ loo aiv 
Iiendcd to the belt of Hercules wtudi he Ut wnh his ScTtlilan mistress should 
seem from the manner in wbicb IleiodotiL. mentions It lo have been a clasp or 
elud , nor can I in Vh» present pasaase tindenunU why the prepiani Evllne 
shoiadencoraber herself wilH b water pol orwby the Water poi and rone should 
be mentioned ns laid aside at the aaiire Sims. But U>c round an 1 cup-lie {otos 
of an antique clasp tnay well acootws /or sodi names being ap| LrsS to n 
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But who the mother’s pang can tell. 

As sad and slowly she withdrew, 

And bade her babe a long farewell, 

Laid on a bed of violets blue ? — 

"When, ministers of Heaven’s decree 
(Dire nurses they and strange to see), 

Two scaly snakes of aaure hue 
Watched o’er his helpless infancy, 

And, rifled from the mountain bee, 

Bare on their forky tongues a harmless honey dew. 

Swift roll the wheels } from Delphos home 
Arcadia’s car-bome chief is come j 
But, ah ! how changed his eye ! 

His wrath is sunk, and past his pride, 

“ "i^Tiere is Evadne’s babe,” he cried, 

“ Child of the Deity ? 

’T was thus the augur god replied, 

Nor strove his noble seed to hide ; 

And to his favoured boy, beside, 

The gift of prophecy, 

And power beyond the sons of men 
The secret tilings of fate to ken. 

, His blessing ivill supply." 
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But vainly, from bu liegemen round. 

He soi^ht the noble child , 

MTio, naked on the irassy ground, 

And Bunared in the tnid. 

Mas moistened with the spaiklujg dew 
Beneath his hawthorn bower , 

Mliere mom her wat’ry radiance threw 
Now golden bngh^ now deeply blue; 

Upon the v^olet flower 

From chat dark bed of breathing bloom 
His mother gate hi$ name , 

And laffius, through }eajs to come, 

IVlU Uve m lastug fame , 

IVho, when the blossom cf his da)‘s 
Had ripened on the tree, 

From forth the bnnk where Alpheus strays 
Inroked the god whose sceptre sways 
The hoarse resoundmg sea , 

And, whom the Delian isle obey^ 

The archer deity 
Alone amid the ni^tly shade, 

Beneath the naked heaven he prayed, 



TRAi\SL^iTIOSS OF FLVRAR. 



■TOien, lo ! a voice that loud and dread 
Burst from the honzon free : 

“ Hither ! ” it spake, “ to Pisa’s shore ! 

My voice, O son ' shall go before ; 

Belovfed, follow me ! ” 

So, in the visions of his sire, he went 
^^'here Cronium’s scarred and barren brow 
Was red mth morning’s earliest glow. 
Though darkness wrapt the nether element. 
There in a lone and craggy dell 
A double spirit on him fell, 

Th’ unlying voice of birds to tell, 
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And (when Alcoenab son should found. 
The holy gain*s in Elis crowned) 

By Jove’s high altar erennore to dwell. 
Prophet and pnest 1 From him descend 
Th“ fathe"s of out valiaot friend, 

AS cal'by alilce and jast and wise, 

ASTio trod the pJaai and open way 
And who is he that dared despise 
AS ith galling taunt the Crontaa prue. 

Or their Ulustnocs tml gainsay, 

A\Tjo«e chanoB wiutling twelre tunes round 
Uith bunung wheels th Olrmpun ground. 
Have gill th“ir brow with gloiys ray? 

For not the steams of sacniice 
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From cool Cyllene’s height of snow,^ 

Nor vainly from thy kindred rise 
The heaven-appeasing litanies 
To HerraeSj who, to men below, 

Or gives the garland or denies : 

By whose lugh aid, Agesias, know, 

And his, tlie thunderer of the skies. 

The olive tvreath hath bound thy brow! 

# 

Arcadian ! yes, a wanner zeal 

Shall whet my tongue thy praise to tell ! 

I feel the s)Tnpathetic flame 
Of kindred love ; — a Theban I, 
llTiose parent nymph from Arcady 
(Metope's daughter, Thebe) came. 

Dear fountain goddess, wamor maid, 

By whose pure rills my youth hath played ; 
IVlio now assembled Greece among. 

To car-borne chiefs and warriors strong. 
Hath wove the many-coloured song. 

Then, minstrel ! bid tliy chorus rise 
To Juno, queen of deities, 

Parthenian. lady of the skies ! 


^ Cyllene \>as a mountain, jn Arcadia dedicated to Mercur)' 
41 ^' 27 
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For li>e there yrt who dare defame 
iili sord d tnuth out country’s name , 
^Vho tax with scorn our ancient line, 

And call the brave BoLOtians swine? — 

Yet A^ncis, sort thy numbers high 
May cliarm their brutish enmity, 

Dear herald of the holy Muse 
And teem n^, with Pamassan deirs, 

Cup of untasted harmony I 

That strain once more I The chorus raise 

To Syracusas wealthy praise 

And his— the lord whose happy reign 

Controls Tnnacras ample plain, 

Hiero the Just the wise 
Whose stexmy oflenngs nsc 
To Jove to Ceres and that darl ng maid • 


I Su(l U ll liflpprnrterroTC lint ihs ilrOI 

ol be ne duiculsnd ctu nl Ijt •cbm* of h tvd tnu4 Qnt in 
»hsunl »nd ImpMsWe manntr pituit H bjr t Ut U « 41 
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$ 


rapt in chariot bright. 

And Iiorscs silver-wliite, 

DoH-n to his dusky bower the lord of hell conveyed. 

Oft hath he heard the Muses’ string resound 
His honoured name; and may his latter days. 

With wealth and worth, and minstrel garlands crowned, 
Mark rritli no envious ear a subject praise, > 

W]io now from fair Arcadia’s forest wide 
To S3Tacusa, homeward, from his home 
Returns, a common care, a common pride 
(And whoso darkling braves the ocean’s foam, 

May safcliest moored with twofold anchor ride); 

Arcadia, Sicil}*, on either side 

Guard him \ritli prayer;— and thou who rul’st the deep, 
Tair Amphitrite’s lord ! in safety keep 
His tossing keel ; and evermore to me 
No meaner theme assign of poesy ! 


'■ci^cs iban '> 'anity to ascribo a greater consequence to 

•aay move }/ pos'C'sed vhen he supposes tlmt the praise of .^ges' 

that the imDort°' je-alousy, or « e may inter from this little arcumstan 

rated by rri the Olympic pnie lias not been so greatly ove 

than a bun^l'^^ rmiitjuanans, and that it was indeed "a gift more laluab 





CARMEN S^CULARE. 

^ J?tnpa, 

EEaXED AT OXFORD, MDCCCl. 



CARMEN SECULARS. 

^ 

ELICES Britonum curas, atque addita vit© 
Commoda, et inventas artes, bellique triumphos, 
Expediam : Vos, Angliac© clarissima gentis 
Lumina, queis mundi rerumque arcana retexit 
Ipsa volens Natum; et \os, qui martia passi 
Vulnera, pro patria justis ceddistis in armis, 

!&Iagnanimi heroes ! vestras date floribus mnas 
Spaigerej nec nostree conamina temnite musse ! 

Sit mihi fas audita loqtii, sit facta referre, 

Tardaque bis denis volventia tempera lustns 
423 
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Respirere, humanz licet iequon turbi(ia Mte 
Musa genut arcumspectans, secunsfiue levoWat 
Mcsala banufltini scelera, et pano sub pectoie fluctus 
Itarum lugeotes, et cwda oblita futun. 


Infle graces oasci hictos, ct bella per orbein, 

Et dvse passim casdrs cl inilte dolons, 

M1II& mal) iacics, fuso Discordia erme 
Fuaeteam aceendens tudun, losatiata cruore 
Vmdicta, « desoLitas tacchaia per urbes 
Asbitio et Culps tnento comes addita Pceua. 

Nam Pater omoipotens ignutis legibua orbem 
Tempefat, et denso noctis ^e)attts arcuctu, 

Sceptra tenet, nobis, cr^do, nrque machuia rerum 
Tola patet, ccrtive arcana volumina fciu. 


Haud tamett, baud nostnun est rerum ajte esqiurere 

mu&M, 

Tantum adeo iTCtsamut t^s, inagis acta refenc, 

& pattum aqgrcdiniOT lasdern, >ocai ajtior anni^ 

Aluor icgenio Bntann a. Fcda paeentum 
Exsjpcrans foma, et niijonbiis in\lyta cteptis. 
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Depictas alii voces, Cadmela signa;i 
Et BataMim ^ curas, calami quse tjedia primum, 
Etscrtptm docuere moras odisse tabellm; 

Minmdo ductas alii magnete carinas, 

Nitiatosque ignes celebrent, imitataque Divmm 
Fulmina, vim quorum contra nihil ipsa valeret 
Lorica .^EacidcE, aut clj'pei septemplicis orbes ; 

At coeli docuisse ^uas, quo concita motu 
Sydera agant certa noctumas lege choreas ; 

Qui cursus anni • quo sol moderamine flectat 
Errantes Stellas, medii ad pitetoria mundi 
Regius ipse sedens ; coeundi quanta cupido, 

Ordine qusque suo teneat ; quo turbidus sestu 
Inradat terram fluctus, fugiatque vicissim, 

Luna, tuum comitatus iter; qiia^ splendida lucis 
hlateries j septemque Iris trahat unde colores ; 

Laus erit hiec saltern, nostroque hiec gloria saeclo. 

Quanquam etenim baud nostris illuxit prima diebus 
Vis animi, Newtone, tui, et felicior setas 
Ingenii eximios jactet nascentis honores ; 


1 Letters, nhicb arc generally belies eU to bare been introdnccd into Europe 
by Gidmus. 

s Tlie diseos'ery of printing (Iioss-es-er the fraud of John Faustus may have 
transferred a part of the praise to Menu) appears so bdong to Holland. 
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Hinc etiam ^■anis aptat incdicamina morbis • 
JTaRjra? expertas Sipteas, fcamstqae trementum 
Corpora fcicta sentim, et tnsu lafi^dntia nocte 
Lumina, jam »itreo oicumrolventt fiylmdro 
Igneus exsOuit flgor, et penetctbilu amis 
Fercurnt color, et reois sc iminisctiU imis. 

Quid referaro senata tindis, ercptaquc letbo* 
Corpora, cum sacvu Acherontis fauobus hssit 
Duttaas aiuma, et nrltus e) Jinda araun 
Terspon dinguic concreto (lumine sanguis? 

Atque ca dum in patno moIiAina uata isovemus 
Rite solo, laterea baud segnes aliens per orva 
IniequimuT famam, raentosque aogemus bonores 
Vos fortunati ! pnmum quibus ausa canna 
Spemere cxruleos fines, et linuiia renim 
Anliqua, et njagno nova qusercre littora ponto I 
Talibus incccpUs olim nia flumina, Amazon, 
Inventiqoe Cobm scopnb, CjaiMequc* paludes, 

\ isaque thunfens * pnldicmma Ronda pratu 


• Elccintity 

• Tte n PTiine Socleir 

• So u Giiliui.-, wriiioi> by Fracasunlos. 

• Actordjng tithe Stvinijh tojeg e ts nond»»-aiso called from the odour 
nhicli bsed the air OR the eppmtA ibe sh to bud. 
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Non tamen Hesperius ductor,i non classis Ibeja, 
Non quos bellipotens emisit Lisboa naufee, 
Laudibus Angliaci certent ducis, ille sonantes 
Annyanis^ scopulos inter, glaciataque pond 
Claustra viam tenuit, non ilium terruit Arctos 
Parrhasis, atque suis Boreas SEe\-issimus oris. 

Nec minus immites fluctus et littora \-idit 
Australi -i-icina polo, qua frigida pandit 
Cieruleos Malolna’ sinus, atque altera nostris 
Subjecta imperiis, terrarumque ultima Thule* 

Quem non dira fames auri, non impia duxit 
Ambitio, aut sje\'£e fallax pietatis imago ; 

Sed patriae dmnus amor ; sed \’inda virtus 
Impulit, et meritae laudis generosa cupido. 


Nec lustrare -rias tantum txactusque latentes 
.^quoris audaces jussit Britannia puppes ; 

Scilicet oceani imperium imictumque tridentem 
Classe -ririsque potens, tenet, aetemumque tenebit 
Ilia, mans regina; en ! Plata sonantibus undis. 


1 Columbus. 

i The Japanese name for the Straits of Behring. 

® The Spanish name for ralkland’s Islands 

4 So called by Captain Cook, as being the most southern kno-.rn land. 
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Ulmnus, cn, Daonas,* et folTX Tigns arena 
Tundit ppes %-anas, pncdsque assueCa Malaya 
Subttnsso nostras \cnmtnr anaace leges. 

Quid' tantum memorem unpenum, qtud sobdita regna 
^thiopum, pnmoque Tubentia tiuord sole, 

Et qutbus assiduo cumi jaip lector ons 
E/Tundit fessa: taodem ns sera diet f 
Nobis, qtios rapido sandit Laurentius amne 
Felices parent campr, et qua pTunina Ganges - 
Regna lavat, postia amm cootcmia pacem 
Sinna petit, gens dura vjr&ni peti<.re Mantts. 

Quid Jara referam piontes, quidiixa Mysora? 
Quaeque oimu tepido coosurgis proxima soli, 
Taprobane, bstasque tuas, Caflrana, vitss ? 

Tuque e&am immentis Gallonim crepta catems, 
Angloium Lcto fluUanUa signa (nurepho 
\ idisti tandem, Mditc I tuque, inc]} ta Calpe t 
Firma manes, nostns dudum deconta tropmis, 

Qua lupe Hercules, qo* raibte tuta Entanno 
Ilispanflraque tmoas ct mama dcspiciS anna, 
latciea, quscunque naro tenuere per undas, 

(&cva beet nostro roautetar Gaila regno, 


I Tben crttfAra. * 
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Et conjuratis Europs ferveat armis) 

Submittunt humiles nobis vexiba caiinss. 

Nec tamen has tantum meruit Britannia laudes, 
Magna annis, — major pietate ; — liinc Ille i remotos 
(Illej decus nostrum, et meritre pars optima fams) 
Lustravit populos, et dissita regna tyrannfim, 
Panderet ut moestas arces invitaque Phoebo 
Limina, qua nigris late sonuere cavemis 
Assidui gemitus et iniqai pondem ferri. 

Hinc etiam Lybico^ consurgunt liltore turres, 
Nostneque incultis monstrantur gentibus artes, 
Hesperidura scopulos ultra et deserta Saharm 
Pceda situ : nec longa dies, cum servus iniqua 
Vincula rumpat ovans, et pictas Gambia puppes 
Et nova arenosis miretur mcenia ripis ! 

O patria ! O felix nimium ! seu pace volentes 
Alma regas populos et justa lege feroccs 
Arbitra compescas, seu belli tela corusces 
Fulminea metuenda manu } tu, maxima, ponto, 

Tu circumfusis victrix, dominaberis undis I 


1 Howard. 


2 Sierra Lcono. 
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Cmcu ctenua paina froodeotia tenjptjia qverai 
Te comitem adj jmt, aostrogee la littore sedna 
Aurca Libenas posuit, xko Oh Iurt.ste5 
Sueta annno^ cceciqae iDceodere pcctcca > 
Qualis Sarmaiicos olim bacduta per sgros 
Efferi,— sjngLinea, — qoalcm nunc GaJIa plorsi 
Maiernis spaiiun laciym s et cEd“ suonjEi — 

At popuba, Alurede tuu qtue andjda pnanan 
niuiit, ccdi soboles, qux sKva Entannljra 
Fixnant corda «t tonis metDcnda tjTanau 
Jon dedit, longos lUtnc dcducta per anaos 
Ifflpetu. et tnso coacordia fcedere r«gax 

ilarlbunos t«stor aneres efltisaqus Galh 
Agmma (cum lucto paSeos Ixxlo cas et ua, 
Undique disjecta* acies fccdataque fi vnt 
Lilia, va iredu dexDum securus in urbe ) 

Quid libeiutu potu i dinn tus aidcuis 
Flamms. quid uivicti lestor poiuerc Bntanni 1 

Nec jam xnagnoram proles obi u parcnttim 
bascuaur baud adeo divinm pectons ardor 
Msrtiaque edona t Tutus,— Tua NUe 

Tester quasqueTagusdiresderolTitajenasl 
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Scilicet et fractas vidisti, Texela\ classes, 

Et spes abruptas, atque imta tela tuoram ! 

Quid referam claras ^dctrici classe calendas, 

Qua \iridem Armoricam inter Dumnoniaque an'a 
Hesperio resonant Uxantia littora flucta ? 

Cum spreto raalesana Deo totumque per orbem 
Gallia, cceca, fiirens, cimctas sibi subdere gentes 
Sperabat, solioque sacros detrudere Reges, 
Reppulit ipsa suo venientem littore pesteni 
Anglia, et his saltern vetuit consistere terris. 

■« 

Ergo inter medias Europse iltesa ruinas 
Constitit, baud rerum tantis labefacta procellisj 
Devictos inter iropulos, et diruta late 
Iraperia : has coluit Pietas conterrita sedes. 

Has antiqua Fides ; — atque, O, ni tristia fati 
Jura vetent, orbis primum cohibere t}Tannos 
Nostrum erit, eversoque iterum succurrere ssdo. 



1 S'rr D'Amflle 
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Heberis (Bishop) Poetical Works. With Notes, &c. 

Kcble’s (John) The Christian Year. 


Uniform in size, price, and style, tut v/itheut Red-line. 

Poets of the Nineteenth Century. With 120 lllustraUons bv 
I. E. Miixais, Te'-mei,, Piocersciix, Sir J. Gilbert. Haerisov 
Whir, ftc. 

The Spirit of Praise. A CoUection of Hymns, Old and New. 
ynth upwanii of One Hxu’jired choice iliKslratfons, 

Christian Lyrics. From Modem Authors. With Tiro linn- 
dred and Ftfiy inwstraiiaas. 

Shakspeare: The Flays and Toems. taoopp., iritii portrait 
Montgomery's games) Poetical Works. With Prcfa*on. 
Meaou- snd Eiplisatory 'Noles. k<s OrijSoil lilmtiafnei. 


BEDFORD STREET, STRAXD. 


PHEDBRICK ^AR^%a^CO Pl/BUSHEJtS 



JiasanJ y^fnlubon 


ta terje poR 4 a. pm u ckab |0 tad gl t edgta. 

NATURE PICTURES 

AS«ii« of 30 Orig otfntioo* d-twa oa Uaod brj H 
I> Lt. aad crgra td la the & riaof Anbf R. PATriwt b 

LctnpRSi deacriptloea * ( 

ta iaipnUl4 0 pnte/^t c,aib gl i had gCc tdgtt 

GOLDEN THOUGHTS 

FROM GOLDEN FOUSTAINS 

Wih cnc 8*1 big* ricRntlOBL 

le dttsr (>0. price £4. tie b irut 
Tbe UcutT EDff ov la S'! \eluei»», of 

SHAKSPEARES^ COMEDIES 

HlSTOKlU, Tbacediu a\o Foems. 
ep J PAYNB COt.t.lER« 


^ranh^l yotfs 

(a reap 4 o clegaallr pnatal on a aprdal Thia Paper « li a RedJuie 
BcpTdi? had erigi^ tSoarrelloiB. pale* la S/ degaatl; Inuad, 
clAb,Tedaad«rgric4g« erte a iert i cca y 

SHAK.SPEARES POETICAI WORKS 

scorrs poetical works 

MILTON’S POETICAL I\ORKS 
LONGFELLOWS POETICAL WORKS 
ByRON”S POETICAL WORKS. 


s££>/VRzi snex/tr str « vj> 





